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SPECULATION. 



ACT I. 

SCENE.r 'An Apartment in [Project's Country 

Houfe. A Door in Flat. 

Cecilia dif covered trying to unlock the Door. 

Cecilia-. 

SO, nobcdy being near, Pll make ufe of the: at* 
tendani's key, and for the fecond time converfe 
with my dear Kmrneline. We were yefterday in- 
terrupted by Sir Frederick, and I had only time to 
fay a few words to my old friend and fchool-fellpw, 
but now — how ! Sir Frederick again ! 

Enter Sir Frederick Faintly. 

Cecil. Sir, I beg I may not be thus conftantly 
difturb'd. 

Sir Fred. Difturb'd ! I would rcqueft the fame 
favour, Mifs Cecilia, but that nothing on earth ever 
difturbs me; and indeed nothing ever pleafes 
me — I'm in a perfeft ftate of happy nonchalance — I 
fancy though we* re both on the same errand — that 
door, heh ? 

Cecil. I told you yefterday, fir, I know nothing 
about that door. 

Sir Fred. Oh, for (hame ! — what ! do you pre- 
tend not to know that it leads to that part of the 

A hoifsc 



4 SPECULATION^ 

houfc where Emmeline is lock'd up ? come, come^ 
Mifs — you remember I caught you bribing the at- 
tendant to lend you the key — Cecilia walks about 
in agitation) now why be affronted ? nothing ever 
affronts me — no, if you were a man, and chofe to 
fay I had caufed all Emmeline's fufferings — that I 
had behaved like a rafcal to her — then fend me a 
challenge — then cane-— then kick me — why, I 
ftiouldn't be affronted — no, Tve too much good 
breeding and good temper. 

Cecil. Very likely, fir ; but as a vifitor at Mr. 
Proje£t*s houfc here in the country, I pry into no 
family fecrets — if I did, I believe the ftory of this 
young lady ■ 

Sir Fred. Ah, poor girl ! fhe ,and all her large 
fortune had been mine if fhe hadn't — you under- 
ftand — love touch*d her brain. 

Cecil. How do you mean, fir ? 

Sir Fred. Why, that's the caufe of her prefent 
confinement: to be fure flic has lately recovered 
her fenfes— -indeed is quite reftored ; but her guar- 
dian and phyfician think her entering toa fuddenly 
on the world again might occafion a relapfe — there- 
fore fl>e is kept quiet and clofe in that part of the 
houfe — Would you believe it, ma'am, fhe preferred 
another man to me ? 

Cecil. Indeed ! and who could be fo accomplifh'd 
as to out-rival a lover like fir Frederick ? 

Sir Fred. A coufin of her's, one Captain Arable, 
whofe father, being averfe to the match, fent him to 
Gibraltar, where ever fince — ^ 

Enter a Servant* 

Serv. Sir, Lady Projeft defires to fee you imme- 
diately. 

GeciL There now-*-you need not be mortified — 

there'll 
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thcre^s your equivalent : Fm fure her ladyfliip pre- 
fers you to anbther man, even to her hulband. 

Sir Fred. She does, lb Ihew me to her. Mifs, if 
you f]y)uld get a peep at Emmeline, tell her as I'm 
always in love in the country 

Cecil. In the country ! Why Hot in London? 

Sir Fred. Oh, that depends on the part of the 
town Pm in — I conftantly adapt myfelf, and in every 
ftreet Pm a different man — for inftance now: in 
the Temple Pm a lawyer; in St. James's-ftreet a 
lounger; in St. George's church Pin a married 
man; in Dbftors' Commons a bachelor; Guildhall 
gives me an appetite : the Alley makes me waddle ; 
in the Squares Pm not worth a farthing ; and in 
Lombard-ftreet I've as many plumbs as a banker — 
So tell Emmeline I ftill love her and will ftill be her 
hufband. [Exit. 

CeciL Now then for my charming reclufe — 
(Opens a door in flat.) Emmeline, it is your friend 
Cecilia! \^She leads in Emmeline. 

Emme. Oh, forgive me, 'tis lb long fince I have 
feen a friend. 

' Cecil. Come, as we were interrupted yefterday^ 
pray fit down and proceed v/ith your ftory : the 
litde I have heard makes me anxious to hear more — 
[They fit) — now, my fwcet friend, proceed, 

Emme. I will when I am able — Firft then, did 

you ever hear the name of Edward Ara ? you 

fee my weaknefs ; I have not power to p'roceed. 

CeciL Nay, nay; unbofom your feelings: pray 
goon. 

Emme^ I will, I will — the name ot Edward Arabic 
—it is enough to lay we lov'd and were divided — 
My' father chofe Sir Frederick for my hulband, 
and on the morn of our intended marriage, they 
faifely told me Edward was no more. What was to 

be 
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be done? my lover dead! about to be united t(J 
his rival ! my health long worn l>y grief and dif* 
appointment ! Oh my friend ! I had not ftrength to 
combat againfl: fuch complicated mifery: a fever 
feiz'd me; my harrafs'd brain was heated to deli- 
rium, and merciful forgetfulncfs gave me that com- 
fort, my friends and father had denied me! 

Cecil. Poor Emmeline ! and during your malady 
your father died* 

Emme. He did, bequeathing me his whole for- 
tune in cafe of recovery, and appointing Mr. Projeft 
my guardian. Now mark what follows : two 
months ago the phyfician, who had the care of me^ 
proclaimed my health reftor'd, and 1 came to this 
houfe in the full hope of taking poflcflion of my for- 
tune, and fharing it with the man who beft defcrves 
it--but what is the reverfe ? I am confin'd to thofe 
rooms; not^fuffer'd to be feen or fpokento; my 
letters inte-rcepted and deltroy'd, and when I aflc 
the reafon for all this, they fay, '^ Your health's pre- 
" carious, it requires peace and quiet, and if you 
*^ mix too fuddenly with the world the joy may 

occafion a relapfe"— the joy ! What joy, my 

friend ? What pleafure can there be in mixing 
with that world that hitherto has only robbed me of 
my fenfes, and thwarted me in my affeftions ? 

Cecil. True, Emmeline; and now I fee the mo- 
tive for your guardian's conduct— He is an enter- 
prizing man-— has involv'd your fortune in his 
Ichemes ; and at prefent not being able to give you 
a fair account, he keeps you clofe, till by fome lucky 
fpeculation he is enabled to repay you— but is there 
no way to extricate you ? no means of efcaping ? 

Emme. None; impoffible. 

Cecil. I have contrived to unlock one door in your 

* room. 
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room/ you fee 5 why can't I get the key of the 
other? 

Emme. Becaufe it leads to a pagoda that adjoins 
the houfe, and which has not been opened fince my 
confinement. Oh Cecilia ! is it not hard to wake 
as from. a. long and frightful dream, and, find all 
true? no cheering friend to diffipate your terrors? 
n^y, even he whofe very fmiles would clear the 
clouds around me! he to be abfent! he not nekr to 
foothe me ! 

Cecil, He knows not of your recovery — your let- 
ters have not reached him, elfe hufli! fome- 

body*s coming ! (Looks out,) it is your guardian ! 
I cannot leave you lb unfatisfied — let me go witR 
you— we'll plan fome letters that may recall his fen- 
libility — his heart was once humane-, and had he 
pot ruin'd himfelf by living beyond his income— *^ 

^mme. Ah \ there^s the fountain of all modern 
evil! when once a m^n exceeds the limits of his 
fortune, the barrier of honour as well as prudence is 
thrown down — money is borrowed never to be re- 
paid-TT-frjcnds are dup'd and become enemies— the 
gamingtable is flown to as a laft eflfbrt.— till imper- 
ceptibly, ftep by ftep, the mind, originally virtuous, 
tecomes defperatc, hardened, and unprincipled ! and 
for thcfe errors I am doom'd to fuflTer ! but he's 
here— Oh my, father ! why was I left to be the fa-r 
crificeof another's diflipation and e^travagancQi? 

' {Emmeline and Cecilia exeunt at door inflate 

■ 

JEnter Project followed by a Servant, 

Proje£iy I tell you, go direftly to Portfmouthi 
take my own carriage and horfes, and, when the 
packet arpves fron^ th? JEaft^ Indies, afk for Mp, 

/ " TanJQre, 
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Tanjore, and give him this letter — flop, let me read 
it once more. 



(C 



My dear Coufin^ 






*' My houfe In town is magnificently fitted 
up to receive you — to my houfe in the country 
I haveadded two wings, built in the eaftern 
ftyle to make it more worthy your acceptance ; 
my carriage, horfes, and fervants are waiting 
to conduct you to London ; and I have got a 
** bride for you^ young, beautiful, and rich/* 

There, that will pleafe the young Nabob ; to be fure 
it was unlucky my Ihutting my doors againft him 
before he went to India, but theft attentions, and 
bringing his fitter Cecilia to my houfe, will remove 
former prejudices, and make it a moft fuccefsful 
fpeculation— there, dilpat^h. 

\Giving letter to the Servant, 

Seru. I will, fir. {Exit. 

ProjeS. Then by marrying him to my ward Em- 
incline, I (hall prevent any overhawling of accounts, 

^nd if I keep her clofe till he arrives here comes 

pny wife in ^ rage at my refufing her money this 
morning — the miferly fpendthrift ! to be laving 
farthings in the comforts and neceflaries of life, and 
wafting hundreds in luxuries and fuperfluities. 

£«/^r L^^ Katharine Project. 

Lady Pro. So, Mr. Proje£t, how dare yoa refufc 
pie money when I condefcend to fend for it? 

ProjeSf. B^aufe 'tis time to grow prudent, 
madam. Wait the event of my fpeculations before 
yoxx let folly and e}^travagance again undo us. 

l^ady Pro, 
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Lady Pro. Extravagance ! — Sir, 'tis yourspecula- 
tions that have undone us — haven*t they all fail'd ? — 
did'nt the first wise bubble burst into air ? 

Project. The first, madam ! 

Lady Pro. Yes: didn't you give two thousand 
pounds for a pidture gallery ? think the pictures all 
originals ? call it the Asiatic Asiphusicon, and say you 
should make afortune by its exhibition ? — very well, 
sir, and didn't the famous pifture that you advertis'd, 
as the ** celebrated champion of England, by 
Rembrant," turn out to be nothing more than an 
old sign of St* George and the Dragon, blown down 
from an alehouse in Leadenhall Market ? was'nt 
the boasted beech tree, by Claude Lorraine, daub'd 
out a week before by a glasier's boy, in Cheapo 
side ? 

Project. No, nOj Madam* Besides if it was, 
didn't the speculation on bark make me ample 
amends ? — did'nt I, by the monopoly of that medi- 
cine, dispose of it at my own price ? 

Lady Pro. No : fpr the dodors and apothecaries, 
finding they could get no profit by it, swore bark 
was unwholesome physic, and nobody took it.— - 
Then did't you run up so many new houses at 
Paddington that many of them w^ere built without 
stair- cases •, and by the time one part was finish'd, 
didn't another fall all to pieces?— -wasn't-- 

Project. . Zounds ! have you done, ma'am ?— I say 
it is your false oeconomy that has hurt my fortune : 
saving trifles and squandering thousands. 

Lady Pro. Squandering!— What, sir, do you 
pretend I don't consult cheapness ? 

Project. Yes ; but how, madam ? you will lame 
my best horses by sending them to a cheap black- 
smith, and then give a hundred pounds for a Jiam- 
mercloth— you will quarrel with your maid ^br 

B burning 
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burning two candles instead of one •, and the same 
night lose a thousand pounds at fiiro— and, answer 
me fairly, that you might use otto of roses instead 
of lavender, haven't you sent me to bed supperless- 
for a whole month ? 

Lady Pro. Well : and what then, sir ? 

Project. Then you stint the servants in meat and 
drink, only to dress them with bags and nosegays — 
and once when you gave one hundred and fifty 
pounds for a curricle, didn't you want me to drive 
two miles over impassable roads^ only to avoid paying 
a turnpike ?™another time when you and your 

favourite Sir Frederick 

Lady Pro. There he always strikes me dumb — 
_ Oh ! if I could recriminate ! (a^/rfe) Well, sir : whr.t of 
Sir Frederick ? I'm sure there's no impropriety in 
our intimacy : we are never t^te a tete— At the 
theatre, the opera, all public places, my grand- 
mother is always present ; and if ever Sir Frede- 
rick kist the tip of my finger, the old lady saw it— 
Project. That's impossible : for the old lady's as 
blind as Cupid.-— However, it isn't our interest to 
quarrel ; and if my schemes on the Alderman and 
the Nabob turn out as I expect, you shall have what 
money you desire — come, shake hands, — and now 
walk with me towards Aldgate farm, and I'll explain 
to you all my plans. 

Lady Pro. Aldgate farm ! there again ! pray, sir> 
to whom do you owe the power you have over the 
Alderman ? By whose means is that lump of agri- 
culture become an annuity to you ?-— have not my 
charms iur'd him ? 

Project. To be sure : he too has a blindness: and 
by his own affeAations of intrigue, and your flatter- 
ing liis vanity 

. Lady Pro. He is become so attach'4 to the wife^ 

that 
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that the husband may speculate him out of all his 
property. Well, sir; since you confess the obligation, 
rU walk with you, and see how this curious gentle- 
man farmer goes on. Saturday Is the day, I think, 
the rustick comes from London. 

Project. It is : and as usual he only comes to paint 
his outhouses and negled: his land.— The farm is 
mine, and he thinks 1 shall give him a long lease ; 
but when I find he has finish'd his improvements, Fll 
Jet it over his head.—; — Oh, Eliza 1 this is the age 
for speculation-— People love delusion— ay, so much 
that the more you dupe them, the ^better they like 
you, and while a rich citizen shall propose a • fair 
scheme which nobody adopts, a dashing wes't-end of 
,the town gentlemen shall start a visionary one, and, 
hey ! presto •!— every body meets him in full cry— 
This is my plan, and so the Nabob and the gentle-, 
man farmer shall find it. [Exeunt, 

w5CENE— ^ view of the Alderman's Farni'-^Barn 
with painted doors — Carts^ zvaggons^ Sfc- of difb^ 
rent colours — Haystack covered with an elegant 
awning — White rails ^ 8(c.. 

VicKERY discovered with a basket in his hand. 

Vickery. Here are alterations ! — ^The vulgar clod 
who kept this farm before my master, said he built 
every thing for use; he minded the value not the 
look of a thing ; — now I think the Alderman has 
shewn him the difference.— Here he comes, and I 
must be off to his dear Lady Project. with this 
basket full of choice garden-stufi', and haunches of 
Nova Scotia mutton. I wish the Alderman may 
succeed better as a lover than as a farmer ; though 

B 2 between 
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between you and I, master Vickery, I believe he 
knows as much of the one as of the other. [Exit. 

Enter Project a?id Alderman Arable, 

Aid. Ar. There, there are improvements i • 

Welcome to Aldgate farm, my friend. 

Project. Thank'ye, Alderman, thank'ye.-r-AAy 
;iews in London ? 

Aid. Ar. That for London,— rthat for trade ! 
(snappvig his fingers.) here's the spot to make a 
fortune in. Look, my dear friend : is'nt every thing 
so tasty ? so neat ? so clean ? ypu see at once this 
is ijione of your rough dirty farms : it belongs to a 
gentleman ; not to a farmer. 

Project. True : all the outhouses so new, so neat ! 
^y, comn^on fsirmers never think of these things. 

Aid. Ar. No : plodding blockheads ! they think 
of nothing but ploughing, sowing, and reaping : 
they look to the inside of their Iparns ; I to the out ! 
that pretty team now; (pointing to one.) it carriesall 
the ashes and other manure to a neighbouring far- 
mer's, for you must know I'm too cleanly to have any 
dust or dirt thrown on my land : a little chalk makes 
it look light and pretty. — Then the piggery ! what 
dp you think of the piggery ? there ! why there it is. 

Project. Mercy on me ! in high varnish ! Wh}^ 
its very elegant. But pray. Alderman, haven't you 
found that the pigs spoil the paint ? 

Aid. Ar. Yes, ^nd that the paint spoils the pigs ; 
§0 I've got an excellent remedy— I keep none. 

Project. That's, one way to be sure.— -But with 
Teg^rd to the more essential parts of farming,— 
how goes on your cabbage plantation ? your specu- 
lation on butter ? what have been your profits ? 

Aid. Ar. Profi:t ! ask mj bailiff about that. The 

faa. 



SPEC U L ATI OTSr. 15 

fajft is, Projedt, I have had a curst unlucky year : 
the seasons have been against me : a hot winter- -^a 
frosty summer— -flies, blights, ^nd grubs, in all the 
corn-— sheep, calves, and horses, all with the staggers 
-7-foxes eating up my chickens — cocknies shooting 
my geese — ^and as for the speculation you mention, 
why, the cows eat me forty load of hay, and I only 
made thirty pounds of butte^; — " Debtor for hay 
one hundred forty five pounds^ twelve shillings and 
eight pence. Per contra, creditor for butter, one 
pound, seventeen sliillings, and ten pence halfpenny 
farthing!" 

Project. Ah ! I see it don't answer so well as I 
expedted; but about the plantation ? 

Aid Ar. Oh ! the cabbages.— Ay : there Iv'e 
been fortunate.— -I tell you what — that plantation 
^nd my Nova Scotia sheep will make up for all my 
losses. 

Jack Arable, (wit/wut.y' 

ft 

Father— Where are you father ? 

Project. Here's your son. Titi told since he left 
Oxford and went to study under a special pleader, 
that he's much improved. — Why his education must 
Jiave cost you a great sum of money. Alderman..^ 

* Aid Ar. Thousands, thousands ! But he'll repay 
me.---Hark'ye j he is now a Batchelor of Arts — by 
and by King's Counsel—hereafter member for the 
county— then great Orator — the Seals — the Cabinet! 
Oh ! there's no doubt but Jack will make his own 
fortune and mine too. 

Project. How do you mean ?- -why don't you 
allow him an income ? 

Aid. Ar. Not a shilling.— I have given him a most 
glorious education and that's fortune enough now- 
l^-days, — Now h? starts fair, and he's iike my field of 

cabbages i 
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cabbages ; so well cultivated that there\s no doubt of 
^ fine crop. 

Enter Jack Arable. 

Jack Jr. O fether, I've been hunting for you 

every where. The Novia Scotia Sheep, pheugh. 

puffing himself. 
Aid. Ar. Well, what of the dear animals ? 
Jack. Why, they have broken into the planta- 
tion and are eating up the cabbages as fast as they 
caa— I dare say I saw them devour one third before 
I came away. 

. Aid. Ar. You did \ did you ? — whereas the bailiff? 
— oh ! this is an old manoeuvre — the farmers are in 
a combination against me, and whenever their cattle 
want food, they send them to breakfast, dine, and^ 
5up on my crops — they're not my sheep, so I'll go 
and pound them — in the mean time. Jack, do you 
give my friend^ Mr. Projedt, a spe«imen of your 
talents. {^Exit. 

Jack Ar. My talents ! — ^Lord ! they speak for 

themselves Fm sure — don*t they Mr. 

Project. How long is it since you left college, sir ? 
- - -and pray what was your chief study there ? 

JackAr. Study, heh ? — come — that's fair, very fair. 
"Why, my study was to shoot without missing : leap 
five barr d gates full speed — get drunk---make love 
to my laundress — break lamps with my mathemati- 
' cal instruments, and knock down the prodlors with 
' the classics^ — famous, heh ? — oh ! I finished my edu- 
cation in a most capital style. 

Project. So I perceive, sir— but how do you like 
the Temple, sir } — how does Special Pleading agree 
with you ? 

Jack Ar. Special Pleading !— Pm above that— 
iTiiim : — don't tell father, and PU let you into a 

secret—? 
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fcerct — Pvejpeen two years with a Special Pleader 
and never faw his fat face in all my life — fair, hehj 
— very fair I — no, no: — I know-— 

ProjeS. '^\i2X do you know, fir ? 

Jack Jr. Thait Weftminfter Hall won^tdo for Jack 
Arable — the market's over-ftocked — there's fuch a 
, croud of black cattle, and fo few buyers, that om^ 
half mud be returned on the owner's hand^ atpime 
coil. — O! — befides, if one did get a brier, the 
King's Bench is like other courts, fo crouded, that 
there's no getting a place in it — and there's the cafe — 
I muft come back to father — and what then ? — he 
won't give me the Spanilh, ' 

ProjiS. The Spanifti !— now what the devil's 
that ? 

Jack Ar. Why, ready money, not credit or paper. 
When I afk him for a few guineas he reminds me 
of my education — refers me to Weftminfter Hall- 
fays I fhall be call'd next term and niake thoufands. 
'Thoufands ! plague on*t ! — after being three years 
a BaFrifter, attending the courts, and going the cir- 
cuits ; I dare fay, I fhan't fetch th^ price of my 
gown and wig! — fo you fee, Mr. Projeft, here am 
I with a finifli'd education in the high road to a 
jail. 

ProjeSi. No, no— your marriage with Cedilla 
will prevent that. 

Jack Ar. Ay, I Ihall be glad to have her. 

ProjeB. What ! you love her, do you ? 

Jack Ar. No, but I love her fortune, and If I 
could marry her to-morrow, I'd touch the Spanifb, 
and be off to London direftly — to Epfom Races — 
the grand Cricket Match — zounds \ — in makinj 
me a Special Pleader, they'd fpoil one of the mol 
daftiing dogs in Europe. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter Alderman Arable. 

Aid. Ar. Pve fecur*d the gormandizers, and there^s 
an end of that bufincfs. Well, my friend, how have 
»you found him ? — ifn't his head like my land ? 

ProjeSl. Exaftly — fo barren that no cultivation 
can improve it — (a/tde.) but fince you agree to the 
match with Cecilia, the fooner he pays his addreflcs 
the better. What fay you ? will you go and have 
the firft interview now ? 

Aid. Ar. With all my heart j her brother is a 

Nabob, fo let^s go direftly 

Jack. Ar. Stopj ftop — when we get to Mr. Pro- 
jeft's houfe, you muft both of you grant me a 
favour, you muft let me fee my brother Edward's 
friend. 

ProjeSf. Who is that, fir ? 

Jack. Ar. Why, the lady that*s lock'd up — my 
coufin Emmdine— nay, don't be angry ; I only 
want her to pay me twenty pounds fhe owes me. 

Aid. Ar. My niece Emmeline owe you twenty 
pounds ! — how do you make out that ? 

Jack Ar 1*11 tell you : two years ago I afk*d her 
to lend me fifty pounds, flie had only thirty in her 
pocket, which fhe generoufly gave me — now you 
know fhe owes me the odd twenty— fair, very fair, 
isn't it ? 

Aid. Ar. Nonfenfe !— fhe is under the care of 
my beft friend here, who don't chufe fhe fhould be 
difturb'd in her feclufion : he docs every thing that 
is right with regard to that unhappy girl. 

ProjeSf. I thank you for your approbation — but 
come ; let's to Cecilia. 

Aid. Ar^ Ay, come by boy ; odfheart f ftrike 

' her with your talents at once, and if fhe afks about 

a marriage fettlement, put your hand to your head ; 

hit 
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hit it hard ; it won't hurt it. Jack — ^fay, *^ here it 
is," here's the place, like the Alderman's granary— 
fofull ^ : 

Jack Ar. Full, father ! , 

Aid. Ar. Faith ! I forgot— it's empty. How- 
ever^ don't defpair, for three fuch lads its we are will 
make a match, or be ,a match for any woman in the 
world! \EviiunU 
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ACT II. 



SCENE".-r7.^» Apartment in Mr. Projeft's Bouje. 

Enter Project, and Cecilia. 

* 

Cecilia. I tell you, it's all fettled — IVe fcen young 
Arable: he proposed marriage, and I gave him as 
warm a reception as you could wilb. But, Lady 
Katharine Projeft, fir ; flie tires me with her infinua- 
tions — fhe fays, I come here to feduce her hulband's 
afFeftions, when you know, Mr. Projed, he's the lafl: 
man on the earth I fhould fix on for a gallant. 

ProjeS. Mr. Projeft's very much oblig'd to you : 
but the truth is this, Cecilia — (he knows I fee her 
partiality for fir Frederick : this makes her all obe* 
dience — but if Ihe could once recriminate; only 
prove I have my gallantries (and I have had them 
beyond a doubt) why then fnap goes the rod I hold 
over her, and all the money I fpent in patching uo 
her reputation 

Cecilia. Money, in patching up reputation! — 
how do you mean, coz ? 

ProjeSi. Mean ! that when certain people lofc 
their charafter, they fpend half their fortune in at- 
tempting to retrieve it — keep opea houfe, give 
public entertainments — fuppers, balls, concerts, 
galas-^then every body comes ; for if Belzebub 
himfelf gave a dinner, there are people who would 
go to it ! — every body comes, I fay — eat, drink, 
dance, and retire j and while the hofl: and hoftefs 
fancy they are founding their praifes, egad ! they're 
only cutting up their reputation, and laughing at 
them more and more for their folly, 

^ r^ Cecilia^ 
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Cecilia. Arc thcy^ tbfft I ivifti lady Prfijefl: 
would recriiwrnate, for Vm y^rj?/ojid df fealkt con- 
certs, and galas; and if yowVe tfKpoaW yoii muft 
give thereto patc^ op your own jfeputation, you know 
. — fo adieu J-7-— roh, J./prgof, thoiagh— Jenct a«f thf 
key of the, Pagoda, will you ? > v 

Pr^V/5?. The Pagoda r o 

Cecilia. Ay, there's aii etlipfc to nighty and it 
will be a (^harming plac^iEo fee it from — come give 
it me — ^foolifh nian !•— 1 dare fay^ now, you're think- 
ing this may. Iea4 td Ibmie plot>r|iA>out Etnmeline; 
but you forget there! ^r^ other doors and vothor 
keys, Mr, Cerberus, and as I've giveA the Brid^- 

gFoom fuch a warm reception— --^ 

ProjeSl. Well — your kindnefs to young Arable 
deferves a reward, and, as I've no reafarf to fuppofe 
you mean to make a bad ufc pf jthe ,kcy, take it*-*** 
heh ! — here's the genilc^an hknfelff .and I dedate 
looking as melancholy as. if the honey moon Jki& 
over — nay — donft lekve ife. -i. 'I • . * *, 

Cecilia. If I don'r^ I fhall be too late Jfor the 
^clipfe — (o good evening — -fpoufe will dcftribcunf 
interview to you — he'll tell you what jiBctty; things 
I faid of him and his father : upon my "wctfd\tkey're 
a charming pair, and though a namefake of. triine 
had long fmce won my aflfedions ; yiet, wiien I faw 
young Arable — Oh ! who can rcfift a man of his 
education. [Eicit. 

Enter Jack ArAbli. * 

ProjeU. Joy ! I give you joy, (ir,-^ftie has Con- 
fented ! — you'll be brother-in4aw to a Nabob, inci 
I, bringing about the match, (hall touch St thousand 
pounds from the Alderman". Come, fit down, my 
boy, and tell me all about it — {tbey Jit.) — who had 
?he firft word ? you or Cecilia ? 

C? Jafi^r. 
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Jack dr. I had the firft : Ihc the laft. 

Projelt. Ah \ that's one of the fex*s privileges ; 
but how did fhe conclude ? with reconimending 
you to go to a parfon, ahd finifh the marriage ? 
. Jack Jr. No: flie concluded with recommehding 
me to go to fchool again and finilh my rduca- 
tion ! — Mr. Projeft, you'll hardly believe it, but 
flib caird me Mafter Jacky : laugh'd at my learn- 
ing ; ridicul'd my ^mariners •, and ^when I reminded 
her that I had been made a fcholar, • and a gentle- 
man, ftie faid I might as well fay one of my father*s 
cows had been made to tranflate Greek, or dance the 
minuet de la Coun 

ProjeSt. Why this is a warni reception indeed ! 
well : ^ what was your anfwer ? 

Jack Ar. Says I, ma'am ! — ma'am! PmaBa* 
chelor of Arts, and a Student at Law -, I can folve 
a Problem, draw a Demurrer, and read a Latin 
Ovid, 

ProjeS. A Latin Ovid ! — ^what not a tranflation ? 

Jack Ar. No: a real Latin Ovid, fays I, 
ma'am ' that was fair, was'nt it ? had her there-^ 
famous, heh ? 

ProjeS. Was ever time and money fo wafted on 
a blockhead's education ? (^?^itf)—ryou fhould have 
told her you were fbortly to be called to the bar ; 
that you were now at a Special Pleader's : if I mif- 
take not, fhe is a great admirer of the profefiion. ' 

Jack Ar. Wo, no : fhe's not fo bad as that either j 
for when by way of a joke, I faid that Wettminfter 
Hall wov]ld be a knowing plate to give a mafque- 
fade in—*' a mafquerade!" fays Ihe — '* there's 
one there every day in Verm time !— famous, hph ? 
)iad me there : but there's father juft awoke from 
his ^fter dinner nap— 'gad ! . he fhall have his 
fhare . . ■> 
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J?»/<fr Alderman Arable. 

^ack Ar. Father, Tm come from my intended 
Wife : flic fpeaks fo highly o^ you. 

Aid. Ar. .JDoes ft^e i* thalt makes out mv dream 1 
then : I dreamt ft\e gave you her hand, becaufe ftie 
faid your father underftood farming better than any 
. man in England. ; Oh ! the dear creature !-— how 
was it ? 

fiick Ar. She faid, that while you were planting 
Ihrubberies, building outhoufes, and painting the 
pig-ftye, your bailiff was cheating you of the Imall 
crops your negledted fields produced •, that in a 
month you would fpend niore money in fattening a 
jlingle wether, than would fupply the Court of 
Aldermen with turtle and venifon for a year j that 
your garden is as expenfive as your farm, for that 
every Monday morning, when your coach is cram'd 
with hampers of garden flu fir, there isn't a turnip 
top within them bur cofts more than all the pine ap- 
ples in Covent Garden market— that was fair, 
wasn't it ?™yery fair. 

AIL Ar. rU hear no more — it's a libel, aad if Ihc 

. iwasn't a fifter to a j^abob- a wether coft me more 

than venifon j and turnip tops more than pine ap- 
[ pics ! I'll be reveng'd. 

Jack Ar. So will I- -but how father ? 

AIL Ar. How ! by making her your wife, whe- 
ther Ihe will or no — I'm determin'd to have a ppw'r 
over her-, and Mr, Frojeft I will give you all my 
crops in and out of the ground— all my live and 
dead ftock— -ay, an additional thoufand pounds only 
to mak^ me father to this Jezabel, and then — leave 
me to manage her education. 

Projeli.li Ihe won't cpnfcnr. Alderman, what 
psp I do ? 

Jack Ar. 
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Jack Ar. What! a college for that; we claflics 
know a trick or two, and give me an opportunity, 
and five to four but I make her Mrs. Jack Arabic 
before to-morrow morning. Zounds ! Ill carry her 
off, then touch tHc Spanish, and away to Epfbm and 
cricket — {ajide) — come, what fay you to the two 
thoufand pounds. 

ProjiB. That it's a nice Speculation, and as there 
can be no harm in getting a girl a good hufband, 
I will give you an opportunity : hark ye, fhe is, 
now in my garden, in the pagoda ; come with me, 
direftly and but hold, hold, where will you 

carry her to ? 

Jack Ar. To Aldgatc fatm to be fure, whtre 
we've a parfon waiting, and where we'll convince 
her, that we can make a match*, or be a match for 
any woman in the world : come — ^ - 

Aid. Ar. Ay, away with you •, and when fhe*s 
my daughter, inftead of being fefhionable andim- 
pertinent, fhe (hall be humble ahd induftridtis : fhe 
ihall give up the harpficord for the fpinning whecf ; 
faro and archery for the hen-houfe^and the dairy; 
and, inftead of parading ^ /tj militaire on 3,high bred 
hunter, fhe fhall carry eggs to market on broken- 
knee'd Dobbin, and be a pattern for all the farmclr's 
wives and daughters in the land!, away my boys ? 

SCENE II. Another '- Apartment in Projcft's 

Country Hotije — A Door in Flat. 

Enter Cecilia. 

Cecil So, Fve, tric'd him out of the key, and 
now for piy dear Emnieline (Opens the door in flat 

Enter 
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Enter Emmeline. 

' Emme/'O^ my friend! you come moft oppor- 
tunely— at "the' very moment when moft I needed 
conforatiori and fupport. Look there {gMng a let-- 
tir) *tis my^ guardian's anfwer to the letter weplan'd 
together. ' 

Cecilia reads : 

- ** You are kept here to recruit your health— 

" your fortune (halt be paid you or the day of 
• " your [iiarriage---in the mean time don't trouble 

** me any more with unreafonable requcfts, left 
' •* I (hould imagine you have relaps'd— you un* 

** deiftand — ^ '* 

This is beyond all bearing—I cannot endure fuch-.- 

Emtne. How then can 1 ? Oh, Cecilia ! when 
diflipation and ruin deprives the thoughtlefs profli- 
gate of hi3:'fenfes, there is little caufc for lamenting 
adiforder that bereaves him of all memory of his 
vices •, but when a poor fufFerer like myfelf, whofe 
only error has been virtuous love, who has done nc^ 
wrong but that of cherifliing an honeft paflion, and 
that paffion for a time deprived her of her reafon, 
what is to be her fate ? is (he to be pitied, or thus 
for ever punilhed ? 

CuiL Don't be unhappy, Enimeline -, I feel for 
you*.— pity you finccrcly. 

'Emme. I need it, for if I were, as they infiriuate> 
I fiiould not have the fenfe to feel rrty forrows fo 
acutely. My heart has long been breaking, and 
but for your humanity, the flruggle had been paft — 
would it were ! and yet Cecilia—- 

Cecil. What, my friend ? 

. ■ Etnmc. 
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Emme. If I could fee and blcfs the lovely caufe 
of all 

Cecil Be comforted, you fhall fee him; come, 
cheer up, for funfhine breaks in upon you, Emme- 
linc ; look, this key will fecure your efcape — ay, 
'tis the pagoda key, your guardian gave it me, and 
in my lodgings in London, you may be Igfely con* 
cealed, till Edward comes to punifti him and to re- 
ward your fufFerings. 

Emme. Is there a hope then for our meeting ? Oh ! 
joy will now diftraft me, but think what difficul- 
ties — 

Cecil. None but what we can furmount : the fcr- 
vant who brings a chaife near the garden, will unlock 
the gate outfide ; 1*11 go give him orders diredtly, 
and that no time may be loft, do you retire inftantly 
into the pagoda {gives Emmeline the key,) wait till 
I come, or you hear the gate unbarred — nay, no 
more melancholy looks ; henceforth you muft fmile 
and be cheerful, and fome years hence, you, I, and 
Edward will fit over a winter fire, and laugh at our 
cunning, in outwitting that firft of fchemers my cou- 
fin Project* 

Emme. Kind generous girl ? I will do all that you 
dcfire*— till we meet, farewell ! how I tremble for the 
event, yet why ? if I'am brought back, they can- 
not perfecute me more, and if I Tcape their Inares, 
the fight of Edward' Oh ! the thought revives 

me ! and fince my guardian is fo bold in guilt, where- 
fore fliould innocence be fearful ? no, Fvci a virtu- 
ous caufe, and I will nobly fall or triumph in the 
con B id ! [^Exeunt feparatelym 
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SCEN£ III.— Project's Garden : a Pagoda at tht 

Wing'—fHoonlight^ 

Enter Project and Jack AkABLEi 

Jack. Ar. So was Ihe caught in. her own fnare, 
hch ? Well, this is the place with the foreign name, 
the pagoda as you call it, pray what put it into your 
head to build fuch on out-of-the-way thing ? 

ProjeH, Speculation, fir, fpeculation : the houffe 
Hood on my hands, fo by running up a pair of wings 
after the eaftern falhion, I thought to catch fome 
thoughtlefs Nabob, but it wouldn't do^ they were 
obftinate; however, my rich coufin is coming 
home — 

Jack Ar. And he pays for their obftinacy — fair, 
that's very fair ; but about this Mifs Cecilia — fhe is 
coniing hereto fee an eclipfe you fay. 

ProjeSl* Yes, fhe has hcrfelf giveii you a fair op- 
portunity, and if you don't carry her to your fa- 
ther's where a parfon and a licence is ready — ftop, 
I think I faw alight, perhaps fhe's there \already 
{looks through, the key-hole) fhe is ! J fee her petticoat. 

Jack Ar. Do you ? that's famous- —an eclipfe, 
. heh ? gad ! fhe fhall fee a conltellation. Go, fquirc 
go, tell the alderman to look out for me and my 
wife — 

ProjeSi. No, I mufl go and look out for my own 
wife, for if fhe finds me and Cecilia out of the houfe 
at this time of night, fhe'U talk of recrimination for 
ever -, fo fuccefs to you, and remember, fhe's an 
angel, my young lawyer. 

Jack Ar. Why, as Tarn a lawyer Td better*forget 
it, for we and angels don't exactly fiiit each other. 
You manage ypur wife, I'll take careof mine* (Pro* 

D jBcr 
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JECT exit.) now for it — now to coax her into the gzv- 
den'"(opens the door of the pagoda) — Ma*am ! hadn't 
you better come out, ma*am ? don't be frightened,- 
there's nobody here but me— ♦flie's coming by all 
that's tender, claflical, and famous ! 

Enter Emmelin e from the Pagoda. 

Emme. This is my friend's ftrvant, I fuppofe, 
with the carriage — where can (he be herfclf ? (he 
promifed to follow me inftantly ; however, I'll aflc 
him — Heavens \ what do I fee? my coufin Arable! 
then I'am deceived, and am undone for ever. 

Jack Ar. (not knowing her.) Yes, it's matter 
Jacky ! he's not gone to fchool you fee ; however, 
I'll firft fecure the gate, that nobody may come from 
the houfe and difturb us — (be bars the gate of the 
pagoda, )"ComdA\kCtc\X\2L^ come to Aldgate-farm, 
and teach the cows to tranflate Greek and dance mi- 
nuets. What, fulkey, hch ? let's look in your face 
— how ! why, it is not you, is it ? no, egad ! 'tis 
coufin Emmeline. 

Emme. Yet, that Emmeline who was once your 
friend and favourite, who being deferted by her fa- 
mily, and perfecuted by her guardian, meant to 
efcape from confinement, but is difappointed ; you 
have difcovercd my intentions, fir, and I confefs 
myfelf completely in your power. 

Jack Ar. What ! it's a trick, is it ? — You dole 
out inftead of the other — come, that's fair, very 
fair. Well ! and how d'you do, coz ? do you know 
Tve finilhed my education fincc I faw you— I have 
famoufly, but you'ave been very ill, Emmeline? 
however, we won't talk about that, you're recovered, 
and I'm glad on't with all my heart ! yet, you ufed 
me moft kindly, coz. 

^ Emme. 
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Emme. It fcems I have ufed every body fo, elfe I 
think I (hould not hdvc been fo hardly treated. I 
have been amply punilhed, fir. 

Jack 4r. You nave, you have, Emmeline; but 
you fhould have *kept your promife about the Spa- 
nifh— I always kept my word with you, and once 
you know when we were boys and girls and you and 
my brother Edward quarrelled about your little tame 
fawn, did not you cry and afk me to make it up be- 
tween you ! and didn't I bid him kifs the fawn and 
kifs you, and ever after wa(h*t he fo fond of 
you 

\ Emme. Let mc befeech you, fir, rtame not your 
brother; lead not my mind to thoughts, that, whilft 
they charm, diftraft me, Tm forry I forgot my 
promife, but you fhould remember, I alfo forgot 

myfclf ; — remind me, and perhaps 

* Jack Ar. IVc a great mind 1 will ! — why 

the faft is, Emmeline, you oflFer'd to lend me fifcy 
pounds, and you only gave me thirty : now you 
know you owe mc the odd twenty. — I'm the laft 
perfon on earth to dun people for money, but 
really when it has been owing fo long ; upon my 
soul I beg your pardon, but the Alderman cuts fo 
clofe : he has educated me fo like a gentleman, and 
keeps mc fo like a beggar, that here I am with a 
head full of the notions of life and diflipation, and a 
jpocket as empty as Oxford in the vacation. 

Emme. I regret that my guardian has not left me 
the means of fulfilling my promife, but when I fee 
my friend Cecilia, Pve no doubt but Ihe'U procure 
what you defire.-^ And now, fir, let me know my 
fate: am I to go back to my prison ? 

Jack. Ar. Go to prifon ! what ! when we've 
Spanifh to keep us out of it ? no, that's not fair. — 
/We'll go to London, to Epfom to the grand- 
match j or if, as is moll likely, you prefer Mife Ceci- 

D 2 .• • lia's 
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lia's company to mine, I'll call her to take care of 
you ; for if I leave you till you're fafc out of your 
guardian's clutches, may I lofc the long odds, and 
be flogg'd round the race-courfe like 9 blacklegs. 

Enwte. Now, indeed, you, are the brother of my 
pdward :— then call Cecilia : I dare fay by this 
time ftic i§ arriv'd in the pagoda ; and yonder is a 
carriage waiting to conduft us to London : there I 
ihall remain till your brother arrives, and then make 
an appeal to the laws of my country. 

Jack Ar. Never, never go to la\? ; le^ve the whole 
bufinefs to arbitration, for if you don't at firft, the 
lawyers, after emptying your pockets, yrill only do 
it at laft. — However, I'll unbar the gate, {goes to 
pageda.) gad ! this is famous ! — how Project anfi 
the Alderman will be bother'd ? — Zounds ! what do 
I fee ? — your guardian ! — {runs to Emmeline.) 
don't, don't agitate yourself: pull down your veil 
and I'll . 

Emmeline pulls down her veil and Project enters. 

ProjeSl. As I thought.- -My wife fufpeds an 
aflignation between me and Cecilia, and is now 
jcoming to dcted me. Mr, Arable: a word .if you 
pleafc. (Jack leaves^ Emmeline, and comes to Pro- 
ject.) If you don't get her off,-— arid, I fee how it 
is ? — you can't perfuade her 

Jack Ar. Can't I ? um ? ecqe fignum, as we 
. great fcholars fay. {goes to Emmeline) Come, 
Mifs, will you go*with Matter Jacky, and be made 
daughter-in-law to an Alderman ? (Emmeline ^/i;fj 
bim her hand and nods ajfent.) there ! haven't I a rar« 
granary ? Why, I'll back my head at a fcheme 
^gainft your's, Lirtle Projeft. 

Project. No, you muftn't do that ; for this lucl^y 
fcheme was all my planning, you know. 
." ^ '' JackAr. 
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Jack Ar. So it was -, and you (ball have the full 
credit of it, my boy ! — The chaife will take us to the . 
ncareft inn, and FU return for Cecilia, {ajide to 
Emmeline,) Bid her good by; give her your 
ianftion. (Project ^(?a;j andkijfcs his band.) There; 
now you do as he orders you. — ^You fee, fquire, 
you see, — this -is both famous and fair,, isn't it ? 

[Exity handing off EfAMELifjE. 

ProjeSl. It is ! it is ! {looks out.) He hands her 
into the carriage ! the poftillion (huts the door \ 
— mounts his horfes ! — away they go ! — Huzza ! 
Hu2;za! 

Enter Alderman Arable, running againji him. 

Aid. Ar. Huzza 1 huzza he has her ! he has 
her ! — ^Joy ! I give you joy, my friend. 

ProjeH. This is reaping the harveft, farmer. 

Aid. Ar. Ay ; we're in clover now ! — But 
Projeft, I met that good and fweet woman your 
wife, in fuch a jealous rage 

ProjeSl. That's a better joke than t'other. — She 
thinks to detect me in affignation with Cecilia ; 
. but the bird is flown, you fee. 

Enter Lady Katharine JP.roject. 

Lady Pro. So, Mr. Projeft j. where have you con- 
cealed Cecilia ? — Mr. Arable, he brings thia young 
lady to my houfe, — entertains her in the moft 
^xpenfive ftyle,— gives her the moft extravagant 
nippers, and having decoy'd her into an affignation, 
\it now comes here to carry her off. 

Aid. Ar. That's impoffible, your ladylhip, be- 
caufe Jack has carried her off already.— -She is by 
this time as fafe at Aldgate farm, as Emmcline is 
in your houfe, and I dare fay they and the parfon 

arc 
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are fctting down to a haunch of my Novia Scotia 
mutton. — Do you know, my lady, I always lyll my 
own mutton and milk my own cows ? 

Lady Pro. At Aldgate farm indeed !— more 
like ? lhc*s 4n that Pagoda. — Ar*n*t I right, my 
life. 

PoJe£f. You are, my foul. — Hark*yc,--did Sir 
Frederic teach yon this ? 

Lady Pro. There now ! Fm always to be choak*d 
at the moment of recrimination \ I believe Cecilia's 
innocent, but to know my hufband's faUhood, and 
never be able to prove it. — I can*t bear his triumph^— 
I (faking out her handkerchief) am the moft unhap- 
py, ill-treated wife. {Crying 

CiciLiA tap at the door with injtde the Pagoda^ 

Aid. Ar. What the devil's that ? 

ProjeSl. What, indeed ! — hulh! 

Cecilia, (within) Why don't you open the door ? 
'tis I ! 'tis Cecilia ! 

Lady Pro. Oh ! it is, is it ? — then come out and — 
{Opens the door of the pagoda^ and leads out Cec ilia.) 
I fay Mr. Alderman, they're fctting down to a 
h3unch of Novia Scotia «nutton, are they ? 

jild. Ar. Projcft, this is reaping the harveft in* 
deed. 

PrcdeS. Ay : weVe in clover now with a ven- 
geance. Cecilia, what does this mean ? 

Cecil. Why as all concealment will now be ufelefs, 
I may venture to inTorm you that by fome accident 
Emmeline has efcap'd, I find ; and I came herein 
fearch of her, and not to m^t your hufband ma'am, 
upon my honour. 

Projeh. Emmeline efcap'd ! — that was her then 
that the well-educated blockhead handing ofi^, faying, 

you 
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** you fee ! this is both famous and fair !** *Sdeath ! 
IVe out-fchem'd myfclf. — 1*11 purfue her inftancly* 
Alderman, will you go with me ? 

Aid. At. Ay ; that I will j my fon. Captain 
Edward, is arriv'd, and if he and Emmeline (bould 
meet,— I tell you what, — as Jack has made two fools 
of us, I'll perfuade the Eaft Indian to let Edward 
marry his fitter, Cecilia. Come along. Odlheart ! 
I won't wait to order my carriage or have garden 
ftufF — (Cecilia laughs.) now there again ! I only wifli 

I had you at the farm. — Pd — 

Projeff. Come ; I know what your going to fay. 
Aid. Ar. Do you ? then you know more than I 
do myfelf i for plague on the girls, they'll drive mc 
out of my fenfes I [Exit with Project. 

Lady Pre. My dear Cecilia, I never doubted 
your innocence. — Come ; let's go and prepare for 
London. I long to. fee your brother the young Na- 
b<5d. I dare fay, he'll bring over the moft charm- 
ing prefents. ' 
CedL Very likely : but my mind is all on Emme- 
line. Poor Girl ! May fhe efcapc the perfecutioa 
of her enemies, and be rewarded as her virtue and 
her fufiFcrings deferve ! • Exewit^ 
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ACT III. 



An elegant Apartment at Project's Houfe^ in 

London. 

Enter Project, andSi'Si Frederick. 

ProjeSi. Not find her! Emmeline not to be 
found ! tell me, fir Frederick, have you been, at 
young Arable's chambers ? 

Sir Fred. I have — and he is out of town, at 
Epfom : pofitively, I can hear nothing of Emme- 
line — but what then ? fretting won't find her'j and 
if it did, I dare fay you'd find fomething clfe to 
fret you — I'm her lover, and you fee I'm not un- 
eafy. 

Projeli. No : you havn't the reafon I have — flie 
may fall into the hands of fome enemy, who may 
fay, I have entangled her fortune -, confin'd her after 
her health was reftor'd j and at laft convince her 
uncle, the alderman, that I have wrong'd her — then 
her friend, captain Arable, is in town, you fay. 

Sir Fred. Yes, he arriv'd laft night from Gibral- 
tar — receiving a letter that inform'd him of Em- 
meline's recovery j he quitted the regiment at the 
rifk of offending his father — leave me to manage 
him : let me fee — {looking at bis watch.) I am 
now going to meet him. 

Proje£l. Are you ? then tell him of her efcape ; 

•the neceflity of reftoring her to my power — hint at 

a relapfe, and pcrfuade Jiim to join in fearching for 

her : I would go with you ; but I'm waiting hej^ to 

recciv'e my coufin Tanjorc. 

Flourijb 
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Flourijh 6f clarinets withouL 

Project. That's him ! that's the. young Nabob-- 
t ordef'd the band to ftiike \ip as he pafs*d through 
Ithe hall J and as he's been aceuftom*d to be fur- 
tounded with flaves. IVe hir'd thofe Blacks and 
other attendants to. give him a fort of pompous 
entree. 

Sir Fred. Ay, there's the Eaft Indian: I won- 
der whether Mr.. Tanjore*s as eafy and familiar as 
ever: I remember when he had neither cafh nor 
credit^ he ufed to call the greateft men by their 
Chriftian names ; and though he .hadn't a coat to his 
, own bacik, he was always remarking on the drefs of 
other people. 

ProjeSi. Ah ! he was no Nabob then : now I feat 
he*s as haughty and refer v*d as he was before free 
and familiar : good day^ fir Frederick : I fhall rely 
on your making captain Arable my friend. {Sir 
Frederick exit*) now for it : now for my belt fcheme !. 
to be furCi my tricking him and turning my back 
on him before he went to Madras, was rathet 
unlucky; but his coming to my houfe^ proves he 
don't think the worfe of me — no, no : I have him : 
and' when Tve fairly ftrip'd him; V\\ fend him to 
India againj there to make another fortune, for the 
benefit of me and my Speculations ! 

Another FUuriJh.'"J^nters Blacks with Mufic^fervants 
infuperb liveries preceding Tanjore and Cecilia,-— 
ether attendants foliowing4 

^an. Billy, your hand-^-^where's Betfy ? well : 
here^we are you fee : hot from Madras : warm as 
l.ucifcr— rich as Croefus, my boy ! 

E Proj^^ 
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FrojeSi. 'Tis as I thought! [ajide) I hope you 
found my carriages and horfcs all ready : I fhculd 
have been miferable if you hadn't condcfcended to 
make ufe of them. 

Tan. Should you ? then be happy^ coz ; for Til 
make ufc of th^jn for ever : the carriages and hur fes 
are mine, Billy. 

Project. They are, you do me great hon^-jr in 
accepting them ! — he has forgot our old quarr^ 1--- 
and 1 ihall finger every* farthing ! — [cfide.) Well: 
but about India, coufin — you made your fortune 
▼cry rapidly. 

^an. Yes: the princefs Nundomoree took ^ 
fancy to my perfon and drefs— - introduc'd me t6 
the Nabob of Begiimboree : he to the Rajah of 

Seringapatoree ; ai:d fo amongft them you fee 

but, Billy, what mdces you fo civil ?. before I fail'd, 
you wouldn't pay the fare of a hackney coach for 
me, and now you give me all your carriages and 
horfes : well, well : I take it very kind of you) 
and fo hark'ye-r— a few wefterly winds will bring 
round the homeward bound fleet, and then hire all 
the ftrongeft waggons you can get : bullion ! pearls ! 
diamonds ! — oh, damme, coz^ thi« houfe fhall never 
hold them. ' 

PryeS. I hope this houfe will hold them though : 
oh! for a wefterly wind ! — in return, my dfelar 
friend, the wife I dcfign for you has five thoufand a 
year — to be fure it's very little ; but — 

Tan. A little's better than nothings you know ; 
and if I like her perfon and manners, why, five 
thoufand a year will be vj?;ry^ pretty pin money : but 
what's here, Billy ? — [Toirking at bis coat^ is this a 
drefs for a coufin of a Nabob ? 

ProjeSf. What! at the Old work ?— pflxa! what 
fignifics drefs ? 

Tan^. 
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Flourijh df clarinets without. 

Project. That's him ! that's the. young Nabob-- 
t Ordef'd the band to ftrike up as he pafs'd through 
Ithe hall; and as he's been aeeuftom*d to be fur- 
rounded with flaves. IVe hir*d thofe blacks and 
other attendants to. give him a fort of pompous 
entree. 

Sir Fred. Ay, there's the Eaft Indian: I won- 
der whether Mr. Tanjore*s as eafy and familiar as 
ever: I remember when he had neither cafh nor 
credit^ he ufed to call the greateft men by their 
Chriftian names ; and though he, hadn't a coat to his 
, own bacik, he was always remarking on the drefs of 
other people. * 

ProjeSi. Ah ! he was no Nabob then : now I feat 
he's as haughty and refer v'd as he was before free 
and familiar : good day, fir Frederick : I fhall rely 
on your making captain Arable my friend. {Sir 
Frederick exit.) now for it : now for my belt fcheme !, 
to be fure^ my tricking him and turning my back 
on him before he went to Madras, was rathet 
unlucky; buthis coming to ndy houfe^ proves he 
don't think the worfe of me — no, no : I have him ; 
and' when I've fairly ftrip'd him; Til fend him to 
India again, there to make another fortune, for the 
benefit of me and my Speculations ! 

Another Ftot&ijh. -"inters Blacks with Mufic^fefvants 
infuperb liveries preceding Tanjore and Cecilia,--- 
cther attendants following* 

k» ■ 
Tan. Billy, your hand^-r-where's Betfy ? well: 
here^we are you fee : hot from Madras : warm as 
Lucifcr—rich as Crosfus, my boy ! 

K Pro] 9^ 
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what money you require ; fo— here's Speculation !— ^ 
Oh ! for a wefterly wind ! 

[Exit. The fervants follow him. 

Cecilia. My dear brother let me once more con- 
gratulate you : why, who-d have thought of your 
coming home fo rich ? 

Tan. Ah ! who indeed ?— you didn't expeiJt it: 
did you Cecily ? 

Cecilia. No; I expefted you'd return as you 
went. . I ^thought you'd come and fay, " here's 
a Nabob without a fhilling, Cecily !'* 

Tan. Did you ? then you thought exaftly right, 
for " here's a Nabob without a fhilling, Cecily !" 

Cecilia. Nonfenfc ! — Mr. Projeft fays, you have 
brought over money enough to buy hirti new houfes : 
new 

Tan. Not enough to buy him a new coat. 

Cecilia. Nay, now you're joking : I know you 
muflb be rich, by the ftyle you kept up in India : 
you liv'd in a palace, niy dear brother. 

Tan. I liv'd in a jail, my dear'fifter. 

Cecilia. Come, come -, havn^t I heard that your 
furniture was embofs'd with gold ? that your din^ 
ners were more expenfive than the governor's. 

Tan. My furniture was the bare iwalls, and my 
dinner bread and water ; the faft is, a man may 
ftarve in India, as vyell as in England ; and, inftead 
of finding gold like dirt, or diamonds like pebbles, 
I found a fort of gentlemen that muft be attended to 
in all countries : I mean a bailiff! 'tis true, they 
didn't vifit me on my arrival ; but, in the courfe of 
a twelvemonth, they v/hip'd me into one of their 
hofpitable manfions, and there I fliould have been 
at this moment, had not the captain of the Packet 
aflfifted me in my efcape, and landed me generoufly 
in old England ! 1 fay generoufly, for curfq me, if 
1 am Nabob enough to pay for my palTage. 
' ' ^' Cecilia^ 
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Cecilia, Amazing ! if Mi*. Projpd knew this^ hc 
wouldn't be fo friendly — 

Tan. He friendly j no : when h$ and the club 
had fcheni'd nie out of all the money J had leftj 
they fhut the doors againfl: me, while Sir Charley 
Stanley — I fhall never forget his liberality! be- 
friended me, and fent me po India : I guefs how the 
miftakc has happened — there is a man of my name, 
at Madras : an old lover of yours, 

Cecilia. Mr, Henry Tanjore— my friend as well 
as lover. 

ftan. Well: he's now as rich as I'm poor; U 
coming home in the next ftiips ; and fcheming Billy^ 
with his ufual perfpicuity, takes me for him, and 
determines to make the mod of me ; and he fhall 
make the moft of me : there's no favour he can o^cr, 
but I'll have the condefcenfion to accept : and tp 
begin, I'll marry this five thoufand pound lady, 

Cecilia. Don't — don't think of her : there are a 
thoufand reafons againft it. 

Tan. Ay ; but there are five thoufand for it : no 
morp bare walls, and bread and water. 

Cecil. Poor Emmeline ! then I muft Conceal 
from him where Ihe is ? [afide. 

Tan. See ! our hoftefs, lady Stingy ! To poor 
Tanjore Ihe has often refufed a dinner, but to the 
jrich Nabob, I fuppofe— -mum I nr>ark how I'll — 

Enter Lady Project. 

Lady Pro. Joy ! joy on your fuccefs, my ever 
dearcoufin. 

Tan. Thanks, thanks, my ever dear Kitty. 

Lady Pro- Kitty ! familiar as ever 1 fee Well 

coz ! ar'n't you glad to fet foot in Old England 
^gain ? once more to fee London and the faftiions ? 

Tan. 
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Tan. Why, as to the faffiions, coz, they fly fo fafl 
cmc can't be ^quick enough to catch them — nothing 
lafts above a day. Before I went to'lndia the whole 
town was running after the Goddefs of Health ; fhc 
died, Vm told, and the learned Pig came to life 5 
he went the grand tour, and the balloon came into 
yower; that bubble burft, and boxiqg bore down all 
before it : then came the varieties of drefs, fuch as 
fliort fkirts, fliort hair^ fhort flicks, and Ihort great 
coatsrf in ftiort, if the world didn't. turn round of its 
own accord,. people of falhion would make it, for 
the moon, whofe votaries they are, ifn't half {p fickle 
cr fo changeable I 

Lady Pro. Very true; then don't you obfervc 
the alterations in buildings ? my hufband and other 
fpecuiatids, have built fo many new ftreets, and 
Xondon ik fo abfolutely gone into the country, that 
a cftizen coming to a rout at Marybone, muft be at 
the expeftfcc of changing horfes, and paying tujn- 
pikes.! 7-^i-— but, I underftand, you want fome little 
refrclhitfeht. 

Tan. Little' refrefhment! now mind Cecily. — 
Yes, inj thing will do, fome turtle and venifon^ 
a great deal of game, a quantity of pine apples, and 
plenty of burgundy and champagne. Then about, 
my bed; at the Rajah of Seringapatoree's I always 
flcpt iihder a canopy empanelled with looking- glafs, 
and covered with gold and filver tiffue-— didn't I, Ce- 
cily ? you'll get fuch a bed Kitty. So now for dinner. 

Lady Pro. Turtle, venifon, canopies, and gold 
and filver tiflue ! Mr. Tanjore, you don't intend to 
live here in the famettyle you did in India, 

Tan. No> that I don't. I hope neither my fur- 
riture nor my dinners will be the fame, heh, Cecily ? 
then my wedding-day, co;z j I fhall celebrate my 

nuptials 
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- Cecilia. Amazing ! if Mi*. Projpft knew this^ hc 
wouldn't be fo friendly — 

^an. fie friendly j no : when h$ and the club 
had fcheni'd nie out of all the money J had leftj 
they fhut the doors againfl: me, while Sir Charley 
Stanley — I fhall never forget his liberality! be- 
friended me, and fent me to India : I guefs how thp 
miftakc has happened — there is a man of my name, 
at Madras : an old lover of yours. 

Cecilia. Mr, Henry Tanjore— my frjiend as well 
as lover. 

^an. Well: he's now as rich as I'm poor; U 
coming home in the next ftiips -, and fcheming Billy^ 
with his ufual perfpicuity, takes me for him, and 
determines to make the mod of me ; and he fhali 
make the moft of me : there's no favour he can o^cr, 
but ril have the condefcenfion to accept : and tp 
begin. Til marry this five thoufand pound lady, 

Cecilia. Don't — don't think of her : there are a 
thoufand reafons againft it. 

Tan. Ay ; but there are five thoufand for it : no 
morp bare walls, and bread and water. 

Cecil. Poor Emmeline ! then I muft Conceal 
from him where Ihe is ? [afide. 

Tan. See ! our hoftefs, lady Stingy ! To poor 
Tanjore fhe has often refufed a dinner, but to the 
jrich Nabob, I fuppofe— -mum 1 nr>ark how I'll — 

Enter Lady Project. 

Lady Pro. Joy ! joy on your fuccefs, my ever 
dearcoufin. 

Tan. Thanks, thanks, my ever dear Kitty. 

Lady Pro. Kitty ! familiar as ever 1 fee Well 

coz ! ar'n't you glad to fet foot in Old Englnnd 
^gain ? once more to fee London and the faftiions ? 

Tan. 
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tell me that her malady has returned, that Ih^ 
has efcaped from her guardian, and is not to be 
found? 

Sir Fred. I do, but I hope you don't blame me 
or Projeft. 

Capt. Ar. No, far from it -, I believe he has becrt 
more a parent than a guardian to her, and you have 
funk the name of rival in that of friend — but my 
brother to aid' in hercfcape, and now not to be heard 
of! What is tb be done ? I dare not meet my father^ 
and if I leave England till I fee Emmeline reftored to 
her afyium I Ihall well merit the anguifh that awaita 
me. 

Sir Fred. Pflia! you're talking about anguifll 
too — now nothing gives me pain, and why ? becaufe 
Fm fo cool and placid, that not even death — death T 
no, that pain muft be over, for lumg me, if I think 
Tve been alive tliefe luft ten years — but, where are 
we to find her. Captain ? 

CapU Ar. Ah ! where indexed ? poor Emmeline ! 
without friends, without affiilance, and with the loj& 
of that fine fenfe which new might bed fupporc 
thee, where? where art thou wandciing? let us be 
gone — let us fearch every whcr^ — 

£7z/^rTA!;joRE. 

Tan. My coufin to fay he has a wife for me, and 
then not tell me her name cr refidence ! however, 
iVe found out fhe's at Cecily's lodgings, and fo 
while dinner's getting ready — 

Sir Fred. Mr. Tanjore I am happy to fee you— 
what ! don't you know me ? have you forgot Sir 
Frederick Faintly, a member of Bubble's club? 

Tan. Sir Frederick ! my old acquaintance ! how 

d'ye 
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nuptials at your houle, amd we'll have fuch a baU 
and fuppcr I between ourfelvcs, it Shan't be ovcr- 
crouded though^ PU only a(k about three hundred 
people. 

Lady Fro. Three hundred people ! Sir, I muft 
tell you, no fortune can fupport this extravagance, 
and if you give us every farthing you*vc brought 
over— 

^an. Why, I shall, every farthing is your*s upoa 
nnty honour % and by way of fpecimen to-morrow 
ril fend you a large cheft of fhawls, pearls, china, 
chintzes*— 

Lady Pro. Will you ? Can you be fp obli^ng ? 
Oh ! I doat on pearls and fhawls, and then for china 
and chintzes — my dear, dear coufin, come to din- 
ner, and order whatever you like. ^ 

Tan. (afide to Cecilia.) There now! and I 
haven't brought over a rag or an empty trunk; 
however Kitty fhall have the prefents. There arc 
Indian goods in England, and TU buy them with 
Billy's own money. Come, fitter ! come, hoftefs ! 

\E7catnt* 



SCEH'E'"- Lincolns Inn. 
Enter Captain Arable, and Sir Frede&icr. 

Sir Fred. Nay, but refleft Captain Arable, re- 
flea. 

Capt. Ar. I do refledt, and there's my caufe for 
griet. Have I not quitted my regiment and oiBFend- 
cd my father ? is he not now in fearch of me, to 
fend me abroad again ? and when I expefted to 
meet Emmeline in happincfs and health, do you not 

tcU 
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ceflTes came to prifoH to fee mc- — Prifon did I fay ? 
Oh, ay, that was when I fought againft Tippoc^, 
had fix horfes (hot under nte, and was at laft taken 
prifoncr by ■ 

Capt. At. Pray, fir, what is this lady's riartc ? 

T!an. Emmclinc is her chriftian name, as to fir- 
names, I never knew but two in my life. Sir 
Charles Stanmore, and your humble fervant Tom 
Tanjore, two as fine fellows as ever handled rupees 
ind pagodas. Fa/e-you-well. I fliall marry this 
Emmeline to-morrow. , 

Cap. jir.' You marry Emmeline, fiir ? 

Tan. Yes, I Ned ! and what's more; I invite yoti 
to our wedding-dinner, and you alfo, Fred, and 
all your friends, and your friend's friends! ■ 
Lady Projefl: defired me to aflc the whole town, and 
I'll take care the nuprials ihall be celebrated in the 
true eaftern flyle of magnificence ; here's my card, 
- and if you wifh to be afked again, come well drefs'd ; 
: nothing like a good coat, and fo farewell, Fred, and 
Ned ! lExU. 

Capt. Ar. It muflibeher; let's follow him di- 
• rcdkly, 

Sir Fred. Stay, fuppofe you fliould meet the Al- 
derman there, and I know he has bufinefs with this 
Mr. Tanjore^ 

Capt. Ar. Why then, and not till then, let's think 

what's to be done ? come, lofe not a moment-^ 

in his filler's lodgings, and he about to marry> her ! 
'tis dark, myfterious ! mark me. Sir Frederick, 
rd traverfe half the world to thank the man that has 
befriended Emmeline ! but if I find flie has Jbeen 
wrong'd, if there fliould live a villain that h» added 
to her forrows, I pledge hiy honour to avenge her 
caufe^^my life or his muft anfwcr the event. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE — Cecilia's Lodgings. 

Enter Tanjore and Alderman Arable. 

Tan. Walk in, Sir, walk in ; your chriftian name 
is Obadiah, you fay, and your bufinefs is concern- 
ing a marriage between your fon and my fitter — , 
did 1 never fee you before ? 

Aid. Ar. Only once : if you remember, fir, it 
was in Mr, Projeft's park, when the dear Lady Pra- 
jeft had fainted away and you caught her in your 
arms. Tm not cenforious, Mr. Tanjore, but if her 
grandmother hadn't come up at the inftant — 

T5?w. You'd have been jealous, heh? Well! but 
about your fon — 

Aid. Ar. Why, fir i I wifh your fitter to become 
the wife of my fon. Captain Arable -, the reprobate 
has quitted his regiment to purfue an unhappy 
young lady, that Pm determined he fhali never be 
united to. Now, fir, by the recommendation of 
that worthy man, Mr. Projeft — 

Tanjore. Pray Obadiah, where did you get that 
curious waiftcoat ? — ^pofitively, it's only fit for an 
alderman. 

Aid. Ar. Then it's fit for me, Mr. Tanjore ; for 
1 am an alderman. — Ay, and a farmer too, and if 
I could find my fon, and CeciUa would confent, 
we'd whilk down to Aldgate f arm to night <: tack them 
together to-morrow, and in the courfe of a month, 
you can get them out to India, and there you know 
they're fhug and comfortable for life. To a man of 
your intereft, I fuppofe eight thoufaad a year will 

Tanjore. Nothing— a mere trifle. 

^l^. Ar. So I thought. — Oh 1 when the captain 
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gets to Madras, I only wifti he may be providccj 
for as you were Mr, Tanjore. 

^anjore. Provided for as I was ! that's what I 
wilh myfelf .: for curfe me if I know or care ^bout 

Jrou or the captain, {half afide.) Ypnder's Emme- 
ihe I fancy. — I muft get rid of this ruftic. — Good 
^bye Obadiah; go look for the captain, and if you find 
him, bring him to my wedding dinner. Lady 
Projcft keeps open houfe while I ftay; fo bri|>g alj 
your city and rural friends — carters and common- 
councilmen— — — 

Aid. Jr. Sir, you delight me, and Aldgate farm 
and all its produce is at your Icrvice. Arc you fond 
of Novia Scotia mutton, fir ? 

J5»/^ ^ Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Captain Arable l^slow. 

Aid. At. Oh ! there ig, is there ? now then ri| 
go and detain him till we meet at the charming Lady 
Projeft's. Show me to him, firrah. Once more I 
thank you, Mr. Tanjore, and if you think eight 
thoufand a year too miich, you may reduce it to 
half; that is, to the exaft profits I clear, or mean to 
clear, by Aldgate farm ! [ JE.v/7, 

'Tanjore' iGood day, Obadiah. Now this it is to 
be a Nabob ! Tm as much fought after here as in 
India, and exadly fropi the fame motive — friends 
ij^ant money here, and the bailifi^s there. Here (he is! 
An angel, by the Ganges I V\\ marry her before I 
Jeave the houfe.— Soft ; what letter -is- Ihe reading 2 
7— no doubt, the one my fiftef wrote to her. — V\\ 
obferve. \Jlandsback* 
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Enter Emmeline with a letter in her hand. 

Emme. Wh^t hias my efcape avail'd me? thk 

letter renews my fufFerings with . tenfold force. - 

Married \ to whom ? [Readsm 

** My brother Tanjorc agrees to your guar- 
dian's propofals, and determines to marry you: 
I muft regret this, while J know there is one who 
fo much better deferves you." 

Tanjore. (behind.) " Indeed ! — He muft be a very- 
clever fellow, then. 

Emme. (reading) " I have conceal'd from Tan- 
jore your prefent refidence, yet I think if he knew 
that you had efcap'd from your, guardian, bc^ 
caufe he made a prifoner of you, and embarrafs'd 

your fortune" 

What then?"— he is weak enough to think hini 
honeft. 

Tanjore. (behind) No; he's not fuch a fool as 
that either. 

Emme. (reading.) " If he knew that Edward 
Arable ha^ won your heart — that your uncle the 
Alderman defcrts you— that a marriage under 
thefe circumftances will be death to you and mifery 

to him •,": 

^anjore. (behind.) Mifery indeed !—— this is more 
like a funeral than a wedding. 

Emm§. (reading.) *• And laftly, if you were tq 
inform him, that your* father. Sir Charles Stan- 
more was the man who befriended him in the hour 
of misfortune, I think he is not fo void of gra- 
titude and humanity, but he would affift rather thai^ 
diftrefs you." 

^anjore. (coming forward.) That he would — well 
fold, fifter ; you have done your part, now let youn 
brother do his.— Ma*an|, my name is Tanjore: 
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your father got me out to India, when I hadn't a 
houfetopop my head in-, and though the habitation 
1 pop'd my head into there wasn't altogether fo 
comfortable, that was no fault of Sir Charles's.— 
Jie was my benefaftor— I am your friend. . 

Emme. Is it poflible .? Will you not force me to 
jiccept your hand ? 

Tanjore. Accept my hand! Til cut it off firft. 
I would't marry you for all the bullion in Bengal ! 
Not but what I could love you EmmeUne : and but 
for Ned— ah, but for Ned ! we might have been a 
very happy, handfome couple \ 

Emme. Can this be the man I was taught 
to expeft ? Can this be the haughty Eaft Indian, 
fvhofe riches 

Tayore. Kiches ! that's your guardian's ftory: 
jhe infifts upoa it, I've brought home millions, and 
as he muft know better than I do, it would be rude 
fo contradict him, you know^--but enough of myfelf, 
-n-TclI me how I can ferve you? My poverty IhalJ 
not prevent me going inftantly to this fpeculatift 
and cdmmandjing him to doyou juftice. Zounds! 
J wiffi J had him in Calcutta : I'd march an army 
againfl: him, as black as his own heart— ^^cram him 
into the hot hole and fmother him, if he didn't givj: 
yoii your fortune, and the man that deferves you ! 

Emme. Sir, I infifl: you run no hazard on my 
account. I have form'd a determination which I 
Ihall now execute : it is, to go inftantly and mak,e 
one more ^ppe^l fo my uncle---to Alderman 
Arable 

7anjori. What Obadiah^ he was here jufl: nov 
and feems fo fond of your guardian— r-r-r 

Emme. I know it ; he has the higheft opinion of 
his honour and veracity ; but as the Alderman is the 
pearefl: relation J have left, he is the moft proper 
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Enter Emmeline with a letter in her hand. 

Emme. Wh^t has my efcape avail'd me? thk 

letter renews my fufFerings \yith tenfold force. - 

Married \ to whom ? [Readu 

** My brother Tanjorc agrees to your guar- 
dian's propofals, and determines to marry you: 
I muft regret this, while J know there is one who 
ft) much better deferves you." 

Tanjore. (behind.) " Indeed ! — He muft be a very- 
clever fellow, then. 

Emme. (reading) " I have conceal'd from Tan- 
jore your prefent refidence, yet I think if he knew 
that you had efcap'd from your guardian, bc- 
caufe he made a prifoner of you, and embarrafs'd 
your fortune" — — 

What then?"— he is weak enough to think him 
honeft. 

Tanjore. (behind) No; he's not fuch a fool as 
that either. 

Emme. (reading.) " If he knew that Edward 
Arable ha^ won your heart — that your uncle the 
Alderman defcrts you— that a marriage under 
thefe circumftances will be death to you and mifery 

to him •,": 

^anjore. (behind.) Mifery indeed !—— this is more 
like a funeral than a wedding. 

Emm§. (reading,) '• And laftly, if you were tq 
inform him, that your father. Sir Charles Stan- 
more was the man who befriended him in the hour 
of misfortune, I think he is not fo void of gra- 
titude and humanity, but he would affift rather thai^ 
diftrefs you." 

^anjore. (coming forward.) That he would — well 
fold, fifter \ you have done your part, now let youn 
brother do his.— Ma^aqj, my name is Tanjore: 
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ACT IV. 



An Apartment in the Alderman** Hou{e. 

■ • • • 

£nter Project and Captaih Arable. 

Capt. Ar. Yes, fir, I am moft happy in the 
opportunity of thanking you for the care you have 
taken of this unfortunate girl — her efcapc proves 
flie has relapsed. 

ProjeH. It does : for had fhc been hcrfelf, fhe 
would have fcorn'd to elope from the care of her 
guardian — you fay fhe has left Cecilia's lodgings. 

Capt. Ar. Not an hour ago fhe and Cecilia went 
away together, but where I know not. — 

Proje£l. Well — well~ril go fend the young 
Nabob after them, and I'll likewifc confult with 
her old phyfician about the beft mode of fccuring 
her for the future— good day Captain, and remem- 
ber, whoever firft difcovers her, gives information 
to the other. 

Capt. Ar. Agreed. 

Proje3. Oh ! I forgot if you Ihould fee her 

firft, don't let your wifhes get the better of your 
judgment — (he may perhaps have a lucid interval, 
and talk with apparent rationality — but be on your 
guard — be convinc'd fhe has relaps'd, and don't 
leave her till you fee her fafe in my cuftody. 

Capt. Ar. Reft afTur'd I fhall do every thing her 
unhappy 'fituation demands — good evening — {exit 
ProjeS) — Oh my loft Emmeline! — three tedious 
ye^rs are paft fince laft I faw thee, and in that time 
^eVe both endur'd fo much, that I did hope our 

meeting 
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meeting might be happy — but *tis denied — if we 
fhould meet — 'tis but to divide with' added grief — 
well, I'm prepared — let me reftore the haplcS wan- 
derer to her friends, and then once more abroad— 
in the heat of war, I may forget the treafure I 
have loft ; or in a glorious death, bury at once my 
love and mifery ! — (fits down in great agitation.) 

Enter Emmbline and Vickery. 

Vickery. The Alderman is in the next room 
ma'am. 

Emme. Then tell him that a relation whowas^. 
once dear to him requefts an interview* (fxit Vic^ 
kery.) Is every moment to bring new affliftion? — 
but now I heard, that he who charmed my heart, and 
ftole away my fenfes — that he was coming home to 
wed Cecilia — can falfhood be fo — V\\ not fufpedt 
him — in this very room Edward firft profFer'd me 
his love, and no tongue but Edward^s (hall make 
me think him faithlels. 

Capt. Ar. {having obferved her^ rifts.) Sure Tm 
not miftaken — it is herfelf! Emmelinel 

Emme. I am difcover'd — who can it be? — per- 
haps fome agent of my Guardian's fent to fecurc 
me— {asjhe is going beftands before her.) 

Cap. Ar. What avoid me Emmeline ! — have 
you forgot ■■ 

Emme. Edward! my long loft only friend!-- 
{puts her handkerchief to her ^jy^^.)— -p^t-doi\ me— .- 
my profpefts have fo long been darkened, 'Mffiat thd 
leaft flafli of light quite blinds me. 

Capt. Ar. You muft not weep — I came not ta 
encreafe your forrow. 

Emme. What I have fufFer'd fince we parted 
laft — a heated brain — painful confinement— -mer- 

G cilefs 
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cilefs keepers — and if an interval of reafon came, 
to bring your form before me, and then remember 
that our love was hopelefs— «Oh! but now Tve 
found you, and we'll ne'er part again — {Edward 
turns away from i?^r.j-«-why that averted look? — 
why thofe tears?— fpeak !— you are not chang'd!— - 
I have not forfeited your love ? 

Capt Jr. No— it is net that, but I could wifli — 

Emme. Name it and I will fly— —. 

Capt. y2r. That during thofe lucid moments, I 
could perfuade you to accompany me to your 
Guardian's — to return to an afylum form'd to re- 
lieve, to iucccur, and reftore you, 

Emme, What ! does he confpire againft me ? — 
he that hath. caus'd all this?— -fir, I was told the 
motive for this condudt, but I difdain'd fufpicion ! — 
nay — alk not an explanation — I Ihall not conde- 
fcend to anfwer yo;:. 

Capt. Ar. You cut me to the foul — what mo- 
tives can I have but thofe of pity and humanity. 

Emme. Humanity ! — is it humanity to harrafs a 
mind already Ihatter'd and irnpair'd ? — to encreafe 
rather than remove the fever you have occafion'd ? 
—to combine with enemies in cloiftering me in a 
fhameful feclufion, while falfe and unfeeling as you 
are, you humanely give your hand to another ! — Oh 
my poor brain ! — why did your fenfe return, only to 
make you feel encreafmg injuries ? 

Capt. Ar. To another!— hear me Emmeline — 

Emme. No fir,— 'tis now too late— I ihall go 
inftantly to your father and throw myfelf under his 
proteftion— farewell, fir! 

Capt. Ar. {holding her). Stay — you know not 
what you do— by heaven you fliall not leave me 
thus — think of otir paft love — 

Empni'. 
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Emme. I do fir : I remember in the hours of 
happinefs and profperity we exchanged hearts, and 
you have now fet me an example which I fcorn to ' 
imitate — m*y heart is ftill your own ! I fhall banifh 
this laft converfation from my memory, and think 
of Edward, only as he was— the friend of Emme- 
line— the foe ro thofe who wrong'd her-— this will 
be my bed folace in retirement, and cheer a mind 
that has not long to llrugg^e. 

Capt, Ar^ I cannot part with you ; and to prove 
no other tor a rnom.enc can engrofs my thoughts, 
I'll henceforth watch you in your malady— weep 
as you weep, and nurfe each fmile that waits you— 
and if but one day in the year, returning reafon- 
fhould adorn your mind, I will forego all other 
women's charms, to pafs thac day with Emme- 
line — Ch! I have fuffcr'd in my turn, and were 
you always thus — , . 

Emme, Why ftill fo credulous ? — why now be- 
lieve ! 

Cap. Ar. I do not! will not! or if you are 
the fuffercr they dcfci ibe, there is a charm, about 
your malady fo far exceeding all their boafted fenfe, 
that it enhances, doubles my alFeftion ! (embraces 
her) in lofing you I knew what I had loft, and I 
have caus'd a wound which it fhall be the bufinefs of 
my life to heal. 

Emme. Shall we be happy then ? — I am nrioft 
grateful — my Guardian has deceived you — he has 
involvM my fortune. 

Caft. Ar. This I heard, and that by marriage 
with his Eaft Indian coufin, the debt was to be 
cancePd— but Til know all hereafter— at prefent I 
am loft in joy. 

G 2 Ke-tnter 
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Re-enter Vickery. 

Vickery. Madam, the Alderman defires to fee 
you in the next room. 

Emme. What (hall we do ?— to fcparate fo 
foon ?« 

Capt. At. *Tis hard my Emmcline, but to fe* 
cure our union, you mufi pcrfuadc your Uncle to 
befriend you — 

Emme. I know it, and he is fo bigotted to my 
Guardian— but fince you defire it— fhew me the 
way — {to Fickery )'r'^2idieu my generous friend f 
Should but the father imitate the fon, my fuflfer- 
ings will be recompenc'd at laft— adieu ! [^Exit. 

Capt. Ar, Fool that I was to credit what they 
told me-, but they fhall anfwer forely for their 
guilt— here comes the fop who was to be her huf. 
band — how the empty coxcomb kiflfes his hand to 
her I ...r 11 hqmble him—rU 

Enter Tanjore. 

Tanjore. {/peaking as be enters.) Succefs fwcet 
Emmeline, and if Obadiah don*t take pity on you, 
Tom Tanjore will! — if Ihe fucceeds 1*11 give her 
fuch a kifs — ah Ned ! — how's Fred? 

Capt. Ar. Be more refpeftful I ipfift, fir, 

Tanjore. Rcfpeftful! — what makes you fo proud 
Neddy?— Oh! oh! I fee— better drcfFcd l-.-and 
you think that new coat and waiftcoat makes you 
Jook like a gentleman !-r-heh ? 

Capt Ar. Anfwer me, fir— ^what brings you here ? 

Tanjore^ To fee your fwcetheart, Ned, and if 
the Princefs Nuncomoree was to know that Ihc 
prcfer'd yoiir tragip Scowl to my comic grin 
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Capt. Ar. Hear me, fir — I'll tell you a fecret — ^ 
your friend Mr. Projeft is a villain. 

Tanjore. What that's a fecret ? — why I've known 
it thefe ten years. 

Capt. Ar. Tell him I fay it— but ^tis of no avail 
— ^I'U anfwer for it, he is fo void of courage, that 
he can't perfuade himfelf to fight any man living. 

Tanjore ' Now there you're wrong ; for he is fo 
void of charafter, that he can't perfuade any man 
living to fight him — therefore have the goodnefs to 
tell him he's a villain, and retrieve his reputation-^ 
my friendfhip and his depends on the weathercock, 
and the moment that points wefterly, up blows a 
breeze that ovcrfets it for ever. 

Re-enter Vickery; croffing tbeftage with bis bat on. 

Capt. Ar. Vickery, where are you going in fuch 
hafte ? 

Vickery. I can hardly tell, fir — my maflier was in 
fuch. agitation when he gave me his ottiers, and he 
particularly defired'me not to inform you. 

Capt. Ar. Not inform me ! — fpeak this inftant, 
firrah. (^^yi^g bold of bim.J 

^anjore. Ay, fpeak this inftant, firrah. 

(laying bold of bim.) 

Vickery. Then the truth is, the Alderman has 
lock'd up Mifs Emmeline, and fent.me for her 
Guardian, to whom flic is to he deliver'd and 
confin'd for life — there, now you know the fa6t, 
and I take my leave. [Exit. 

Capt. Ar. Send for her Guardian and confine her 
for life! — what's to be donc?-r-while my father is 
attach'd to this hypocrite, there is no way to extri- 
cate or favc her. 

iTanjorCs 
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^anjore. Yes, there is one — you feem a fine 
fighting fellow — Tom Tanjore's another, and as 
her father once fav'd me from being confin'd, while 
I can cock a piftol, or brandifli a cane, I won't fee 
"his daughter expos'd to a fimilar predicament — 
come along Ned— -we'll trip up Obadiah and carry 
her off. 

Copt. Ar. Wh4t ! are you the friend of Emme- 
line? 

Tanjore. Yes, and your's becaufe you are hers— 
come let's have at them— what ! do you fliirk ? 

Capt. Ar. I dare not go. 

Tanjore. Dare not!— now this is always the way 
with your fighting gentlemen — but perhaps it's con- 
ftitutional, and the poor fellow's confcience is a 
little tender — ay, ay, fome of us Nabobs have 
very weak nerves. 

Capt. Ar, You mifconceive — her Uncle is my 
father—'he has forbid me his prefence, and would 
you have me lift my* arm againft'a parent. 

^anjore. No Ned: but as he is no father of 
mine, and Emmeline is in danger, there can be no 
harm in my trying trick, ftratagem, or force, to 
protect her; therefore Til ftart alone ; and may I go 
to India or to prifon— -and one will of courfe follow 
the other — if 1 don't fnatch her from Obadiah, 
and reftore her to my dear Ned ! 

Capt. Ar. The attempt is hopelefs; but be it as 
it may — I requeft on knowing how I can return 
your kindnefs ? 

Tanjore. Why, there are two ways — the firft is 
that you patch up your quarrel with. Projeft, in 
order that you may celebrate your nuptials at his 
houfe, and the next is, that as Emmeline will like 
you the better for refembling rrie, you marry her 
Ml the fellow coat; to that 1 now wear—its a pretty 

hymeneal 
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hymeneal colour isn't it? — fa huzza! — now for the 
onfet ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE — Jn apartment in //&^ Alderman's bouf^ 
hung with piSureSy a po^r trait of the Alder majt 

. in his gown and full drefjed wig—leaning on a . 
Plough— ^ A round table — ^wo chairs and wine 
on the Table. 

27^^ Alderman difcovered afleep. 

j€d. Ar. So there you are my dear niece till your 
guardian comes for yoyi-'—locks the door and takes ■ 
out the key. — I'll place the key by me and — {puts 
the key on the round table and fits down) — plague 
take the girl !--to wake rne out of my afternoon's 
nap, and the fweeteft agricultural dreams—how- 
ever, jfhe is now as lafe as the Rat^ in my granary, 
and Edward Ihall marry Cecilia direftly— that being 
. fettled,- I'll renev/ my paftoral and delicious dreams ! 

(dozes in his chair.} 

Enter Tanjore hajlily. 

% 

Tanjore. Where is ftie?— I don't fee her — (he's 

in this room perhaps— Y^O'^^^ ^^ ^P^^ thefiage door) 
the door lock'd! — ha Obadiah '-— how are you 
Obadiah ! — (waking himy—v^hdit ftill in the fame 
drefs ?--damme, that waiftcoat will be the ruin of 
you. 

Aid. Ar. What the devil do you want, fir ? 

Tanjore. I want Emmeline, Obadiah — coufia 

Billy has fent me to conduft her to his houfe 

where is (he?— difpatch, and tell your fervant to 
get a coach, for it rains as hard as it can pour, 

{rain heard here,) 

Aid. 
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Aid. Ar. So it docs! — oh!--mjr cabbages will 

grow as tall and thick as a wilderncfs as ta 

Emmeline, Mr. Tanjorc, I fhall deliver her to no 
pcrfoa but her guardian himfelf. 

Tanjore. Won't you ? — then Til give you a 
toaft— -come filU— nay, do exaftly as if you were 
at home Obadiah — here's " fuccefs to the next 
harveftr* 

Aid. Ar. I rife to drink that — " fuccefs to the 
next harveft."— Ah Mr. Tanjore— if all farmers 
were fo eafily fatisfied as I am— but they're always 
grumbling— railing at the yr^2Lt\\tr"'(rain ftopt ) — 
zoundt, the rain ftopt! — the cabbages will be 
burnt to a cinder, 

Tanjore. (ajide^ taking up the key.) What's here ? 
no doubt the key of the prifon houfe — fdeath ! — 
why did I wake him ?— however, if I get him off 
his favourite topic, he'll foon go to fleep again- 
come Obadiah!— one more bumper, Obadiah!-— 
and now Til tell you a long ftory* 

Ald^ Ar. Will you ? — au— au — {yauning.) 

Tanjore. A very long ftory Obadiah in the 
Eaft or Weft Indies, or fomewhere thereabouts, 
there was a fine young fellow drinking wine with a 
grunting old Alderman — Alderman I beg pardon — 
I mean Bramin — well ! after a glafs or two the 
Bramin yawn'd — then doz'd — then clos'd his ty^Sy 
and at laft, fell faft afleep, {Alderman Jleeps^ and 
Tanjore rifes^) then this fine young fellow took a 
key off the table, and ftealing to the prifon door^ 

unlocked it, anci led forth one of the lovclieft 

[as be is opening the door^ Vickery enters haftily.) 

Tanjore. What's the matter, fir .? 

Vickery. Mr. Projeft is below, fir* 
{Vickery takes np the bottle and glajfes and proceeds to 

wake the Alderman.) 

Tanjore. 
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ItanjcrL Then let him ftay thete-i— zounds ! — 
what are you at ? 

Vickery. Going to wake my mafter, fir — there is 
a phyfician in Mr. Proje6k*s carriage, to whom 
Mifs Emmeline is to be delivered, and as he is in 
a hurry— 

^anjorei Don't touch him— PU wake him, or 
the devil, or his own confcience will wake him— -^ 
begone firrah, 0V"^[exit Vickery with bottle and 
glaffes) — phcugh ! — what's to be done now ? — if 1 
can't get this guardian out of the houfe without 
feeing the Alderman^ murder will be the confe- 
qqence, for fooiier thail give her up, curfe me if I 
don't fhoot Billy, choak Obadiah, and pojfon the 
doftor 1— pheugh ! — [walking ahout in agitation] ^ 

ProjeS. [without) He's in this room is he ?— r 
very well — I fhall fee him- — -^ 

Tanjore. See him!-»-no you fhan't — if I can 
prevent their meeting at this moment, I may fecure 
Emmeline's cfcape, and*— how can I hide the old 
farmer?— I'll ftand before him, and fpr^ad my 
coat— * no — curfe thefe ftiort Ikirts— -what can t 
dcvife ? — Projedt at the door ! the poor girl's fate 
depending on the event— I have it. — [Turns up the 
round table^ which completely covers the Alderman.) — 
There— now he's as fnug as if he was at Aldgate- 
Farm. 

Enter P ro j e Ct with his bat m. 

PrtfjeH. Whatcoufin! — how came you here ?-^* 
well ! — how's the wind ? 

Tanjore. Southerly, Billy — by the heat foutherly — 
don't wear your hat in the room though— (^//j // 
^ff) — it's like a citizen left off bufincfs — pheugh !— 

H Projeif, 
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Pr/yV^. Why, Where's the Alderman ? — he has 
fent for me about Emmeline. 

Tanjore. The Alderman's not at home — he's 
juft gone to his farm, to fow. turnips, plant pota- 
toes, and cut eabbages— if you want him, follow 
him — go — go Billy. 

'\: ProjeSl. Pooh! — I dire fay he's in the next 
room — [Alderman fnores.) — I hear him — at the old 
vord ! — afleep and fnoring. 

Tanjore. No---it's net him — it's fome of his 
live (lock — • . 

ProjeSt. Not him !— I'll fwear to both the tune 
and the inftrumpnt, (o comq put Alderman-r-nay : 
ftand by— Lmuft fee him--fo wake and come out 
Alderman — {opens fiage door and leads on Emmeline) 
Emmeline!— ha! — have I at laft recover'd you? — 
come madam— without wafting time by recapitu- 
lating your pad milironduct*. anfwer me this quef* 
tion — will you return to your afylum or accept the 
hand of di^is gentleman ? 

Tanjore. Accept the hind of the gentleman, to 
be fure — take it Emmeline and we'll go get a 
parfon direftly — there — now you can efcape. 

: (afide.) 
Emme. No, fir: I will no longer fly to.^irtifice 
and fubterfuge for fafety — J have too long been 
paffive and fubmifTive, and my caufe is not 
fo weak but I inay boldly bring it to decifion— call 
in my uncle^ and when he hears our charges face to 
fact, then let him fay who is moft fit to be con- 
fined ?— Emmeline for the errors of the head, or 
her Guardian for the vices of the heart I 
. "Tanjore. Well fpoken my heroine — I'll give him 
a volley myfelf prefently. 

Projell. 
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ProjeEl. Call in your uncle! — he will not believe 
you — befides where is your evidence— who will • 
ftand up ? 

Tatijore. I will — Pm always ready to fhew a good 
face in a good caufe; and the caufe and the face arc 
the two heft that ever came before a court— I love 
your ward and may I double the Cape only to get 
once more doubled ih a jail— jail did I fay ?— oh 
ay -.—that was a nickname for one of my palaces- 
it was a cattle fo furrounded with walls, battions — 
in fhort, it was fo fuperb, Billy, that I wifli you 
were in it at this moment with all my heart. 

ProjeSt. You love her do you ? — then the bufi- 
ntk is fettled at once--there— I join your hands. 

Emme. No, fir; I infift my uncle may be call'd-— 
he thinks you honeft, me derang'd, and I'd con- 
vince him — {Project /miles) — what! is't a caufe for 
triumph ? — is malady to be derided, not lamented ? 
— weak thoughtlefs man! — be thankful that your 
own poor reafon is not loft, and pray that it may 
foothe, and not infult misfortune. 

ProjeSf. You miftake, Emmeline — I fmil'd to^ 
think you could convince your uncle, when I and 
my wife can turn hinv round our fingers juft as we ' 
pleafe — hark*ye, coz — come here— -nearer the table, 
if you take part againft m€ at this moment, I'm 
ruin'd. 

^anjore. Are you ? I've a great mind to twitch 
Obadiah and wake him. [ajide.) 

ProjeSi. The faft is, Pve cmbezzl'd her for- 
tune, and if you marry her there'll be no over- 
hawling of accounts— I'll make you amends by 
affigning over to you the Alderman's farm. 

Tanjore. Oh! that Obadiah heard this? {Here 
the Alderman puts his bead over the table^ Tartjore nods 

H 2 to 
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tobim: Alderman remains concear d:) Oh, ho! 
3o, Billy, you confin'd Emmelinc bccaufe you had 
involv'd her fortune ! [very loudly.) 

ProjeS. Softly — if you fpcak fo loud the Alderr 
man will hear yoUr— it is as you fay, her health is 
quite reftor'd, but I have fo embark'd her fortune 
\n my fchemes-— 

. Tanjore. Say no more, make me over Aldgate^ 
farm, and flic fliall be a Nabob's wife to-morrow. 
Yondcr's pen and ink, wcUl fign diredtly ; and now 
Billy I think I fliall repay you for all your kind- 
nefs. {goesupthejiage,): 

ProjeSl. You will ! you will ! on my de;ir, dear 
eoz! you've fecur'd me my beft Speculation^-rfoj 
madam, the tables are turned you fee. 

Emme. He too defert mel my firmnefs thcr^ 
forfakes me ! ipy uncle ftill prejudiced^ Edward 
about to be Joft: for ever, what hope have I but. in 
niy Guardian's humanity ?—- Oh fir ! behold me 
once again imploring your proteftion* 

Tanjcre. {coming down the Ji age with pen^ ink^ and 
paper.) Here coz, let's fign-— why Obadiali thinks 
he has a long leafe, don't he ? 

Proje5i. Oh the poor clodpole ! — .he knows as 
much about fecurity, as he does about a farm \ 
and as he is wafting hundreds on rotten (heep and 
blighted cabbages, I'll kindly give you the means 
of turning him out at a moment's warning : here— 
now for my beft Speculation ! {Vulls down the ta- 
ble to write upon it. Alderman ieaHs acrofs the 
table and flares Proje^ full in the face. FrojeSi 
pujhes down the chair he was going to Jit upon^ and 
ft ends aghaft.) 

Aid. Ar. (with his arms on the Tahle.} Oh you 
confummate fcoundrel!— this is your Speculation 
i?. it? 

^aniore. 
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Tanjore. Why Billy, th<^ tables are turn'd in- 
4eed! 

ProjeSt* They are^^did the Alderman hear? 

Aid. Ar. He did •, the Alderman hearci that the 
farm was to be let over his head, that he w^s 
wafting hundreds on rotten fheep and ' blighted 
cabbages-, and what's more, the Alderman heard 
of this poor girl's perfecution. Niece, give me 
your hand, henceforth. Til be a friend, a com- 
forter, a father to you, 

PrGJeSl^ Goufm, I wifti I was in your Indian 
palace, 

Tanjore. Don-t be afraid, youMl be there fooncf 
than you expedt. 

Aid. Ar. Sir, I defire you'll quit my houfe 
direftly— flop though — (takes Projeif qfide)--Tm 
three hours time repay me and this lady all the 

money you have fchem'd us out of, or ^you 

think I don't underftand farming, Mr. Projeftj but 
this I know, that when ftray cattle are found eating 
up other people's property, they are fccur'd ; and 
the King's Bench fhall be your pound, you inters 
loper. 

ProjeSl. Coufin, ftay and try to compofe him,—*' 
then follow me, and — ah !— now my only hope is a 
wcfterly wind ! [^Exit. 

Emme. Generous young man ! I perceive why 
you took part againft me — runclc you know not 
half his kindnefs. 

Ald.Ar. I do though— the fly rogue cock'd his 
eye to me behind the table, and I fuppofe whiflc*4 
it up on purpofe— well ! come with me to my law^ 
yers — Oh the fcheming fcoundrel! he has mado 
fuch dupes of us, Emmellne, that I'd give up 
farming to f|nd any body that has trick'd him. — I 

tell 
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tell you what Mr. Tanjore, don't give him any of 
the treafures of the Eaft. 

Tanjore. No, that I won't; for fo far from 
having the treafures of the Eaft to give, I expe6t 
my taylor will fend me to the King's Bench every 
moment:— you take the joke Obadiah, don't you? 

jild. Ar. I do ! Oh the poor clodpole I—come — 
I'm glad you've outfchem'd him. 

Tanjore. So am I: and when Speculators and 
monopolifts, from fordid felfifh motives, diftrefe 
their fellow creatures, and bring odium on their 
country, may they be caught in their own fnare, 
and, like Projeft, have the tables turn'd upon them ! 

\E^ev:nU 
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ACT V. 



SCENE — An elegant Room in the King's Bench. 
Enter Project, aiid Promptly. 

ProjeSl. Ay, ay : this room will do very well for 
the little time I Ihall ftay : get it ready, and in the 
mean time FU return and finilh my converfation 
with Sir George. Why, you have very good com- 
pany here, in the King's Bench. Oh! I beg par- 
don— College, I think you call it. 

Prom. Yes, College is the polite name for 
Prifon, fir : pray, won't you pull off your boots ? 

ProjeS. No, as I Ihall foon get riiy difcharge, I 
remain booted and fpurM ready to ride away, you 
fee — though fir George has been telling me, that a 
fox-hunter, who has been a prifoner here thefc ten 
years, has been fo fiire of getting out every moment, 
that he has been booted and fpur'd the whole time: 
however, I've written to my coufin Tanjore, told 
him the alderman has arrefted me: and there's no 
doubt but he'll come inftantly and pay the debt- — 
fo get the room ready. 

Prom. YeSj fir: but about the chum. 

ProjeSi, The chum! — what's that? 

Prom. Your companion, fir : every room in the 
King's Bench has two tenants \ and unlefs you buy 
the other gentleman 

Proje£l. {giving him money) There then, I buy 
the other gentleman : there's for the chum •, and 
now, when Mr. Tanjore comes, call mcr—fioois 

round 
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round the room.) urn! hah! handlbme room, gooici 
furniture; and if all fails, perhaps this is as good at 
place for Speculation as any other. {Exi^. 

Enter Meanwell, Jbewing in Tanjore. 

Mean. Nay, look u^, fir : Mr. Promptly, here*s 
a prifoner juft arriv'd, who is fo melancholy, that 
Tve brought him to your gay apartments to raifc 
his fpirits: were you nevei^ in jail before, fir. 

Tan. Yes : in India, fir— lieigho 1 

Prom, Come, look around you, and he cheerful : 
why, what are you ? and who arrefted you ? 

Tarn. I'm a Nabob, and my taylor arrefted me for 
thirty pounds, {looks up) heh \ how ? egad ! this is 
not like the Indian palace: pray, fir, inform me ^ 
are all the rooms like this ? 

Mean. No : I wifti they were : mine is a wretch- 
ed one ; but having been all my life at fea, I know 
nothing about the town : the laft tenant of this 
room was a Blackleg. 

Prom. And the prefent one is a Swindler, I fancy, 
for he came here in a coach and four. 

Tan. Came to jail in a coach and four! ah ! I fee 
how it is : 'tis here as elfewhere — the fraudulent- 
debtor rolls in luxury: the unfortunate one ftarvesj 
and while a gallant feaman is in one room freezing 
without fire or food, a dafhing money-lender is in 
the next, quaffing champagne, and drinking ** con- 
fufion to his creditors !"- — but no matter : they 
hang themfclves, or the law hangs them ; for the 
Devil will have his own. 

Prom. Ay, ay, we have but three or four of 
them. 

Tan. So much the better : but as I ftiall certain- 
ly be out in a few minutes--~what do you fmile 

as 
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at? Pve fent to my coufin Project; arid Pm fure 
he won't fufFer me to be confin'S for the paltry funl 
of thirty pounds — no, no : my getting out is a cer- 
tainty; and as I wi(h to fee this coach arid four 
gentleman, before I go, PU, t^ith your leave, fit 
down here till he comes. 

Prom. With all my heart: Pm glad we leavfe 
you in better fpirits. [JE^/V with Mean well. 

Tan. (Joins) Being alone, I get nervous again : 
this now, is the end of diflipatioh ! of lofing large 
fums at Bubblers club, and wafting others on 
houfes, horfes, carriages — and where was the grati- 
fication ? when I u^'d to dalh through the ftreets in 
my phaeton^ every body was envying, fneering — . 
nobody feem*d pleased : nobody ! yes ? hang it, thd 
bailiffs us'd to fmile : they us*d to think it a fine 
fight; and nod and wink, as much as to fay — -" Ah, 
Mafter ! thofe horfes heads will be turn'd tow'rd^ 
our lock-up houfes at laft:" oh! I hope Billy won't 
forfake me ! 

Re-enter Project. (Tanjore is fitting with his hack 

to him^ 

ProjeS. Pm quite uneafy at Tanjore's not com- 
ing: what are a few thoufands to a man of his 
fortune — (fits down with his back turned to Tanjore.) 
I hope he won't defert me : — heigho ! 

Tan, Heio;ho1 

Project. This is the chum^ I fuppofe: he don't 
know Pve bought him. [^afide. 

■ Tan. Here's the Swindler, I imagine : he feems 
as miferable as myfelft I'll condole with him — 
(a/ide.) Pray, fir, what firft induc'd you to keep a 
coach and four ? 

Project, Zounds! what's that lo you, fir: I 

I have 
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have bought you, and — (here tbey both look rounds 
and meet face to face) what do I fee ? my dear, 
dear coufin ! 

9"/?». Is*t poffiblc? oh, my kind, kind Billy ! — 
(they embrace^ and then rife.) 

Projell. I thought he wouldn't forfakc me at 
this moment. ; 

Tan. I faid, I fliould be out to a certainty. 

ProjeSl. Well, here we are, coz. 

Tan. Yes, here we are, coz. 

PrcjeH. I knew I fhould have the pleafure of 
feeing you here to day. 

Tan. Did you ? it was a pleafure I didn't know 
of myfelf; but I fha'nt flay now: thefooner we 
go out the better, I fay ; come along, Billy. 

Project. Ay, come along, Nabob — {.they go to 
thejiage door^ and flop.) have you paid the debt 
cofts though ? 

^ Tan. No, but you have^ and that's the fame 
thing you know: come — 

ProjeSl. Come you forget,, coz: how can a 

man, that's in limbo, as they call it, come and-*— 

Tan. What! 

ProjeSl. How can I, that am a prifoner in the 
CpUege here ? 

Tan. Are you a prifoner ? 

ProjeSl. To be furc I am r I'm not like you : I 
can't walk in and out. 

Tan. Ha! ha! ha! 

ProjeSl. What's the matter with you ? 

Tan. Ha! ha! ha! 

ProjeSl. What the devil do you laugh at ? why 
don't you go and difcharge the debt ? 

Tan. I can'r, I can't: {fiill laughing.) becaufe 
I'm in limbo too! I'm a prifoner mylelf: fo give 
me your hand — here we are to a certainty I — lord \ 
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it's nothing when your'e us*d to it ; and if you'd 
been in an Indian College as long as I was— zounds ! 
what have I faid ? 

ProjeS. How's that ? what djd you fay ? impri- 
fon*din India! 

Tan. Wdl: it's in vain to conceal it : the truth 
muft come out at iaft, fo the fad is, coufin, the 
fliips are arriv'd : they have brought over the rich 
Mr. Tanjore, with bullion, pearls, and diamonds ; 
but Vm forry to fay, in their hurry, they left all my 
treafure behind. 

ProjtH Then curfc me, if one of ray fpecula- 

tions have fuccceded : I'll give up fcheming : I'll-— 

anfwer me, fir: how dare you wafte a gentleman's 

fortune, when you knew you could never repay 

him ? 

Tan. And how came you to wafte a lady's for- 
tune, when you knew you cduld never repay her ? 
ProjeSl. But you talked of your riches, fir : faid 
my houfe could never hold them. 

Tan. Well; and havn't I kept my word? look- 
'ye, fir : when I left this country, ruin'd by you 
and the club; you refused even to fhake hands with 
me at parting: I'm indebted to you for your hof- 
pitality, and for that, I thank you — down to the very 
ground; you made me welcome in your apart- 
ments : I beg you'll be at no ceremony in mine : 
fit down, Billy^ 

ProjeS. If I could only get free and leave him — . 
What do I fee ? the Alderman ! no doubt, his re- 
gard for my wife has induced him to come and 
lettle\ my affairs. — {Enter Alderman Arable) — 
Ah, my old generous friend, I thought you'd for- 
give me; I knew you'd procure a difcharge. 

Aid. Ar. You thought right ; I have procured 
the difcharge. ^ 

I 2 Tan. 
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Tan. Why, Obadiah, are you too in limbo ? 
What the devil brings you here? — [looks at bis 
drefs)'-" Ah ! ah ! didn't I fay, that waiftcoat would 
be the ruin of you ? 
I Projeif. Mr. Nabob, I leave you to the mifery 
you deferve, never mind though, while you ftay in 
the college here, you neednt*c pay your debts, and 
nothing is fo comfortable as to have a good warm 
houfe over your head, fo good bye, chum. 

fr^». What have you brought his difcharge*, . Oba* 
diah, and — 

' Aid. Ar. No, but Tve brought yours, here it is, . 
my boy ; I heard you were pounded, and I came as 
eagerly to get you out, as if you'd been part of my 
own hve llock; come along though, I want you to 
go diredly and find my Ton Jack; he's either at 
his own chambers or Bubble's club ; you muft find 
him and tell him I want Emmeline's marriage fet- 
tlement dfawn diredly. 

^an. Emmeline's marriage-fettlement ! with 
whom, fir ? 

Aid. At. Hark ye, cOmc \itx^— [takes Tan joke 
^^^^— Lady Projeft has at laft confented to an 
aflignation -, her paflTicn for the paftoral virtues 
of her fweet fhephcrd, as flie calls me, has in- 
duced her to meet me teto. a tete in her drefling- 
room ; now, in an hour's time — ^Oh ! I know my 
perfon and the Nova Scotia mutton would make 
an impreflion at laft ! therefore, at her interceffion 
[turning io P.) I've determin'd that Emmcline fliall 
marry her old fuitor. Sir Frederick; he was her 
father's choice, and as Edward has offended me, he 
Ihall be mine. 

PrcjeSI. Say you fo ? then I've an iron in the 

fire yet. ' ' . ^ ^ . \afide. 

' ' 'Tan. 
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Tan. What are you at, Obadiah ? Lady Stingy 
will make as great a dupe of you as her hufband 
has ; fhe is a woman of defign, one of thole half- 
and-half ladies whole reputation depends on keep- 
ing open houfe; and entertainment, or no enterrain- 
jnent, makes or mars her reputation — don't you re- 
member her fainting in my arms ? 

yild> Ar. I do, but her grandmother was clofe 
at hand •, yes, I am the idol of her heart, and flic is 
to receive me in her dreffing-room, that facred 
temple that not even her hufband ever entered. 
Good day, Mr. Projed: •, Tve already quitted Aid- 
gate farm, and taken a fnug profitable one near 
Iflington, where you'll always be welcome to— -i- 
the rotten flieep and blighted cabbages — come. 
Nabob. 

Tan. We'll talk further about this Lady Pro- 

jeft Chum, good bye! while you ftay in the 

College you needn't pay your debts you know, and 
nothing is fo comfortable as to have a good warm 
houfe over your head, particularly when the wind is 
l;iigh and wefterly ! hem ! come* along, Obadiah ! 

[Exit with Alderman. 

ProjeSl. [rubbing. his hands.) Bravo! if Sir Fre-^ 
derick marries Emmeline, he takes her with the 
fortune in its entangled ftate, and confequently I 
fliall be difcharged — (Enter a Servant who gives him 
a letter') — from my wife ! — Reads: 

^* My dear Hujhand^ 

*' Tve only time to fay, that if you hear of 
*' an aflignation between me and the Alderman, 
ff be convinced it is to fecure the marriage be- 

12" ♦* tween 
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** twccn Emmelinc and Sir Frederick, and thiis 
** reftore you to your 

affe£lionate wife, 

KATHARINE PROJECT.'' 

Kind wife and kind Sir Frederick ! PU go and com- 
municate the eood news to Sir George ' — Oh! 
this is a fafe Ipeculation ! and not like the Indian 
one — ^fool! blockhead that I was, to take that 
broken-down prodigal, for the rich Mr. Tanjorc, 
however, this is a different fcheme — yes, yes, it 
depends on my wife^s prudence, and Heaven be 
praifed, not on Ihips, water, Nabobs, or wefterly 
winds t l£xiL 

SCENE. Bubble's Cluk A Flat with tW9 

Doors, 

Enter from one Door Jack Arable and a Servant. 

Jack. Curfe my bad luck, or rather curfe my 
bad management, to be at Epfom only ten minutes 
iind lofe all the Spanifh-, I thought to make an ex- 
cellent hedge, when plague on't, I found I had bet- 
ted the long odds both ways ; then to borrow thirty 
of the man at the coffee-houfe and take a dafti here 
at Bubble's, to lofe that too, and then be bothered 
by one's clerk about law bufinefs. |Well, fir, 
what 

Serv. The fpecial Pleader has fent you thefe de- 
clarations, fir. 

Jack An Why, is it term time ? 

Serv. Term began four days ago, fir. 

Jack Ar. And I on a race ground the whole 
time J come, that's fair, very fair, {/tts.) I don't 

think 
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think my education fo finiflied as I thougfit, for if it 
was I never could be fo ignorant, as to bet the long 
odds both ways ; I wonder who wins ? for when i 
complain of my lofles, every body elfe fays they 
have loft too-, hang me! if ever I faw a ftian that 
had won in my life. 

Enter Ta jijore. [from the other door). 

^an. Done it atlaft! huzza! here's retribution. 
Jack, retribution! 

Jack Ar. Why, what is this ? Who are you, 
fir? 

Tan. Tfie luckieft dog in Europe, Jack. Your 
father Obadiah fent me to look after you here at 
Bubble's, and not feeing you I put my hand in my 
pocket where I found five guineas my fitter had lent 
me, 'M'U have a touch,*' fays I, *^ this Faro Bank 
dilhed me formerly, now I'll try to dilh them"-— 
down went the five guineas on your namefake the 
knave of clubs. Jack, the knave in my favour ! I 
Gock't it — once more in my favour !— cock'd it 
again, till it had won fo often, that I thought the 
ftiips were arrived, and I was a Nabob in reality. 

Jack. Ar. And what's all this to me ? what do I 
care for your luck ? 

J^an. (Putting Rouleaus j Guineas and Bank notes on 
the table.) Here they are*, look, you rogue, look ! 
how I feel for the poor devils that loft them ! I « 
always pity the unlucky ones, don't you. Jack ? 

Jack. Ar. Zounds, fir, I am an unlucky one; 
that was my Poney and that was my Bank 
note. 

Tan. Was it? then take it again and go and put 
it on the knave i Vm fcrious, Jack, take it, and 

—by 
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-by the Ganges ! that's a neat Nifi Prius drcfs j 



What ! you prefer a fcarlet coat to a black one ? 

Jack Ar. Ay, and cards to briefs; fo give mc 
the Spanifh and let me beofF. 

Knter Captain Arable, hajlily. 

Capt. Jr. Stay, and grant a brother's lafl: re- 
qucft, nay, I muft and will be heard -, by my fa- 
ther's orders, are you not going to draw a fettlemcnt 
between Emmeline and Sir Frederick ? 

Jack. Ar. Me going to draw a fettlement ! — No, 
Tm going to cock the knave; and as to father, he 
can't blame me, becaufe he once play'd himfelf, you 
know. I'll tell you how it was, fir; {to Tanjore.) 
he was fent for, as magiftrate, to put down a hazard 
table — in he came with the conftables— pufh'd 
down the groom porter— feiz'd the carter- -laid hold 
of the dice-box, when lo ! as if there was magic in 
the wood, he caft his eyes at the guineas on the 
table, and avarice fo completely got the better of 
juftice, that he hallowed out, ** feven's the main — 
at all in the ring, my jolly boys/' 

^an. Weill and they cheated him, gave bith 
loaded dice. 

Jack, Ar. No, that wasn't worth while •, they faw 
what a flat he was, fo picked his pocket at once 1 
famous, heh? adieu, brother; farewell, benefador! 
here's the Spanifti onte more ! 

\Eicit looking at the Bank note. 

Tan. (To Captain.) Don't ftop him, Ned-, let 
him go, I fay ; if he*s out of the way, the fettlement 
can't be drawn j I gave him the money on pur- 
pofe.— 

Capt. Ar. This is but temporary ccnfolation, 
while the Alderman's abfurd vanity attaches him 

tQ 
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to Lady Projeft, there is no hope of faving Emme- 
line; and to lofe her after all the conflifts we have 
fufFered ! to fee her giN'er^ to another, at the moment 
when I thought her mine for ever; then perhaps to 
fee her mind but late leftored, again involved; — by- 
Heaven ! that thought will madden mine. 

Tan. So it ought, if you will talk of your own 
fufFerings and forget her's, poor girl ! did you tell 
her? 

Capt. Ar* I did, and when fhe heard fhe was, to 
wed Sir Frederick, there was a wild emotion in hef 
countenance portending that her fever would re- 
turn — (he faid, " they'd rob her of all hope, and 
once more fteal her fenfes ; yet they Jfhould not, I 
would not let them, would I ?'* then with a figh 
Ihe left me ; Oh, my friend ! I am not ufed to link 
beneath misfortune, but this laft fcene has quite 
unman'd me. 

Tan. More fhame for you, it only animates me, 
hnisfortunes always roufe me, and if ever you ftiould 
be in prifon at Madras, the gaolers there will tell 
you fo. I've already expofed the hufband; nowTU 
try to manage the wife ; fhe loves money; here's 
plenty, fo I'll go diredly and bribe her* 

Gapt. Ar. That will be hopelefs, nothing but ex- 
citing the Alderman's jealoufy. 

Tan. I'll try that loo, Obadiah half'fufpefts me 
at prefent, fo wait for your brother and come toge- 
ther to Lady Projeft's, and by the time you arrive 
if all isn't to your wifhes, may the monfoon deluge 
me! may Tippoo torture me! may the Marattha's 
but this is no time for fine fpeeches fol- 
low me to Lady Projeft's, — {goings returns.) 
d'ye hear, Ned, bring your wedding coat along with 
you, for damme, but you Ihall be Fmmeline's 
hufband this very night ! [Exeunt feparalely. 

^K SCENE 
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SCENE — Lady Project's drejjing room. 

Enter Lady Project with a paper in her hand^ 

followed by afervant. 

Lady Pro. When the Alderman comes, fhew hitn 
tip flairs, (exitfervant.) I have honoured him with 
this tete a t6te in my drefling room, to fecure the 
marriage; and he fha'n't leave the room, till he 
lignsthis agreement; which binds him in a penalty 
of ten thoufand pounds to give Emmeline to Sir 
Frederick. Thus by oeconomy 

Serv. (without.) Sir, you muftn't pafs. — ^This 
is my lady's drefling room. 

Tanjore. (without.) I tell you, 1 will come up. 
Standby, firrah. [T^nj ore enters.) So Kitty! here^s 
the Nabob. 

Lady Pro. Heavens ! Where do you come from, 
fir ? f 

Ta?ijore. From the college, coz; where I left 
Billy fo certain of getting out, that he was ready 
booted and fpur'd. 

Lady Pro. Sir, I infift you leave the room — Pm 
engaged — befides I fliould be forry to ufe hard 
words; but your conduft has been fo little Ihort of 
that of a fwindler 

Tanjore. Coz, whyfo? though I didn't get money 
in India, I've got it in England — look here ! 

{Shewing bank notes. 

Lady Pro. Hundreds I declare ! Who gave you 
thefe notes ? Some fwindling knave, I fuppofe. 

Tanjore. It was a knave, but not a fwindling one, 
upon my honour. Look here, and here! enough to give 
ten wedding dinners, and buy all the fhawls, china, 
and chintzes in Europe.— Don't the fight charm you? 

Lady 
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Lady Pro. It does ; and when a man has money, 
it don't fignify whether he got it in India or England* 
My dear coufin, my houfe and table were always 
open to you ; and if I kncv/ how to oblige you 

'^anjore. There is a way Kitty — as you ftill 
govern the Alderman, perfuade him to kt Edward 
marrv Emmelif e- -do, and half thcfe are vours. 
[Puuir^ rctflcaus in her hand,) There, — and I wijQi 
from my ijui &Mt all who have luck at the reaming 
table, may dbpofe of their winnings m lo benevo- 
lent a manner. 

Lady Fro. Impo0;b»e !-— The only mode of 
fettling my IrifljanJ's affiiiis, is by Sir Fredcrxk's 
marrying Em./it* lln^^ -^ ;^nd !.''Creibrc as my piide 
will nor futicr him to lemani ii; prifoii, and ihe 
living there is too expenfive,* I fnc;ii make the 
Alderman fign this agreement which binds hiiii in a 
penalty of ten thoufand pounds 

Tanjore. Make him fign this agreement—make 
him renew Emmeline's malady— break his fon's 
heart — feparate— curie ill what's the ufe of win- 
ning, when money will not purchaieeven momentary 
gratification? Now do Kitcy: there's a dear, 
liberal, generous girl. Think how they love each 

other: thiak— here are more rouleaus, here 

\^A knocking at the door. 

Lady Pro. Blefs me! if this Ihould be the Alder- 
man ? [looks out.) it is ! come to keep an aflignation 
and find another man in my drefiing room! Go, fir, 
get out of the way direct ly-—ftep into the next room 
—-hide yourfel f ■ 

^anjore, 1 fay, Kitty -, don't you remember when 
Obadiah caught you fainting in my arms ? 

Lady Pro, I do : and that's an additional motive 
for conceiiling yourfelf.— -Now pray retire. [Tanjore 

K 2 nods 
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nods ajfent.) Thanks my \i\n\\ couHn. {Tanj ore pan- 
fes.) Why, what's the matter with you ? What 
makes you put your hand to your head ? Are you 

ill ? 

Tanjcre. Softly : it's my old complaint — a giddi- 
nefs — a vertigo — Pm going — hold me or I fliall 
tunTble — Oh, I'm fick, I'm 

Lady Project holds out her arm to fupport him. 
Tan JORE rejis himfelfupon it^ and the Alder- 
man efUers. 

Aid. Ar. Where is my life, my love ? Hol- 
loa ! what the devil's all this ? 

Ta7tjore. Only the tables turn'd again, you fee, 
Obadiah, you fee. [Comes away from Lady Proje£l,) 
Coufin, I'm better. 

Aid. Ar. Why, where's her grandmother? Oh! 
this is beyond her hufband's fpeculation ! 

Tanjore. (afidt to Aid.) If you want further 
proof, look at thofe rouleaus which fhe took as a 
bribe : then read tliat agreement : then— 

Aid. Ar. My eyes are open'd. I was partly con- 
vinc'd before I came ; but now, I give all my love 
to the wind — pheugh ! — there^ it's gone ! and the 
.Alderman's htmfelf again! (Enter a fervant.) Step 
over the way to Sir Frederick's, and tell him to 
come here diredly, and bring Emmeline and Ceci- 
lia along with hm. (Servant exit,) I left them there 
in company with the real Nabob, the rich Mr. Tan- 
jore, who feems as fond of your filter as I am of my 
new farm •, and takes as much notice of her perfon, 
^s you have done of my waiftcoat.— It's' a match, 
isn't it ? 

"Tanjore. I hope fo. It's an old attachment, 
Ac's a worthy fellow, and next to being a Nabob 
my felf, I fliould like to be brother to one. 
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Enter Sir Frederick, Emmeline, and Cecilia. 

Lady Pro. Ay; now Alderman you can give 
Emmeline to her hufband. 

Ald.Ar. So I can, and fo I will. Emmeline, 
give me your hand — nay, don't think to avoid me. 
1 infift you marry the man I have in my eye. 

Sir Fred, (advancing to take Rmmzlin e's hand.) 
Alderman, you are all kindnefs. 

Emme. Let me entreat yofi^ fir, hear me— 

Jld. Ar. I'll hear nobody. I wouldn*t hear the 
Board of Agriculture if they were going to adjudge 
nie a prize. I tell you, take the man I chufe for 
your hufband.^ ( Enter Captain and Jack Ar'able.) 
there-, {giving Emmeline to Edward.) now don't 
interrupt me, for the clouds are chuck full of water, 
and there's been lately fo much bad weather, that 
funfhine will be welcome to us all. 

Tanjore. Emmeline, I give you joy. Ned, your 
hand. Fred, yours. Obadiah, I fh all like you and 
your waiftcoat as long as J live. Kitty, yours* 
And now let me advife you to order your coach and 
four. Drive to the college and try to raife the wind 
— a weilerly one if poffible. 

Lady Pro, Come, Sir Frederick ; I believe wc*4 
better retire: only I beg leave to obferve, that if any 
body defames my character, I Ihall profecute them 
notwithftanding the expences of the law. I'll have 
my reputation juftified if it cofts me five pounds. 
Come, fir. 

Tanjore. Ay ; that'3 about the value of it. Go, 
Fred. go. — Go. (Lady and Sir Frederick exeunt.') 
1 fay, Kitty, my love to your grandmother. 

Aid. Ar. Edward, forget and forgive my boy,- 
Though Projeft has hurt Emmeline's fortune, 
there's enough left to make you live happy — if not, 
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take a landed efVate near mine, and I'll (hew you 
how to make a fortune by farming, you rogue. 

yack. (to Tanjore.) Yes; I cock'd the knave, 
but I loft all the Spanifh— hang it ! Tm half tir*d 
of gambling, and if I won ten thoufand a year, I 
don't think I could tell how to fpend it? 

Tanjcre. Couldn't you ? then take a wife, Jack, 
and (he'll tell you how to fpend it— enter into the 
fchool of matrimony, Mr. Batchelor of Arts, and 
there finifh your education.-— Cecily here has fet 
you an example: havn't you 

Cecilia, I have from two motives: firft becaufe 
Mr. Henry Tanjore has long won my afFcftions, 
and fccondly becaufe he means to give affluence to 
his namefake. My dear brother, you may now 
return to India and live in a palace in reality -, for 
a third of my hufband's rupees and pagodas are at 
your difpofal. 

Jack Ar. Are they ? that's fair, very fair. 

Emme. [to Tanjore.). And is there none to (hare 
your treafures ?— is there no fair one worthy a heart 
fo warm and fo benevolent. 

Tanjore. (floaking his head,') Hereafter perhaps it 
may find one like Emmeline's. — Till then, I (hall 
purfue a plan, which had Projefil followed, he had 
now been happy — that is, not to wafte a fortune in 
diffipation, and try to recrieve it, by falfe and un- 
juft Speculation. 

If we muft fcheme let us try Projefts here. 
. When they have merit, where's our caufe for fear ? 
If they have not, good humour props our caufe; 
So make us Nabobs, by your kind applaufe. 

JEND OF THE COMEDY, 
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A H E Drama done, proceed we now to fay 
Something about, or not about the play ; 
Fine fubjeft ours — rare times ! when Speculation 

Engroffes every fUbjeft in the nation ; 
To help the State, — Jews, Gentiles, all are willing, 
And for the Omnium, venture their lad {hilling ; 
Nay, fome fubfcribe their thoufands t© the Loan, 
Without a fingle fixpence of their own : 

Be that their Speculation — I profefs, 
To {peculate on one thing only — Drefs ; 
Shew me your garments, Gents, and Ladies fair ; 

I'll tell you whence you come, and who you are 

But fportfman like, to hit the game, I'll try, 
Charge, prime; prefent my glals, and cock ray eye. 
What a fine Harveft this glad Seafon yields ! 
Some Ladies' heads appear like ftubble fields; 
Who now of threatened famine dare complain ? 
When every female forehead teems with Gijiin; — 
See how the whcat-flieaves nod amid the plumes ! 
Our Barns are now transferred to Drawing-rooms; 
And hulbands who indulge in attive lives, 
To fill their Granaries, may thraOi tlieir wives ; 
Nor wives alone prolific, notice draw, 
Old Maids, and young ones, all are in the ftraw. — 
That damfel wrapt in (hawls, who looks lo blue, 
Is a return from India — thiogs wont do— — 
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The ifiarkct's up— -fhe couldn't change her name i ' 
No rich Ram-RowWs,' or Wang jang Wappers came ; 
Bad Speculation, Bet, io far to roam ; ^ 

Blaek legs go out, and Jail birds now come homc- 



•— * 



Yon flnpling there — ^all trowfers, and cravat, 
No body, and no chin — is call'd a Flat ; 
And he befidc him, with a fquare cut frock, 
Button'd before, behind a fquare cut dock ; 
Is, I would bet, nor fear to be a lofcr. 
Either a man of fafliion, or a bruifer : 
A man of fafliion ! nothing but a quiz— ' 
1*11 fhew you what a man of breeding is : 
With back to fire, flouch'd hat, and knowing flang, 
He charms his miftrefs by this fwfeet harangue ; 
" Well, pretty, lovely Lucy ! how d'ye do? 
*' Come, fee my puppy I" " No, Harry, to fee you." 
*' You're vaflly welcome, you ftiall fee my flud, 
*' And ride my poney," — '• Harry ^ your^e too good.** 
** Zounds ! how it freezes I Fly was Sancho's fire— 
<' Mifs, can you fee?" — " I'd like to fee the fire." 
That's your politenefs — that's your flaming lover : 
The fair may chill — but he'll be warm all over. 

We're an odd medlev, we mufl: all confefs — 
Strange in our manners, fl:ranger in our drefs : 
Whim is the word — droll pantomimic age ! 
With true tip-tops of taflie, Grotefque's the Rage \ • 
Beaux in long fleeves, and fmall cloaths clofe confin'd^ 
Belles bunch'd before, and bundled up behind ; 
The flights of fafliion bordering on buffoon. 
One looks like Punch, the other Pantaloon : 
But hold — my raillery makes fome look gruff* — 
So I'll fleal oft^— I think I've faid enough/ 
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